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~ PROLOGUE 
SPOKEN AT LONDON. 


IN antient times, when Britain’s trade was arms, 
And the lov’d mufic of her youth, alarms ; 
A god-like race fufiain’d fair England’s fame : 
Who has not heard of gallant Prercy’s name ? 
Ay, and of Doveras? Such iluftrious foes 
In rival Rome and Carthage never rofe !. 
From age to age bright fbone the Brituh jire, 
And every hero was a hero’s fire. 
When powerful fate decreed one warriors doom, 
Up fprung the phoenix from his parent’s tomb. 
But whilft thefe generous rivals fought and fell, 
Thefe generous rivals lov’d each other well: 
Tho’ many a bloody field was loft and won, 
Nothing in hate, in honour all was done. 
When Piercy wrong’d, defy’d his prince or peers, 
Faft came the Doucias with his Scottith /pears ; 
And, when proud Doucias made his King his foe, 
For Dovucias, Piercy bent bis Englith dow. 
Expell’d their native homes by adverfe fate, 
They knock'd alternate at each other's gate: 

B Then 


[ated 
Then blaz’d the caftle, at the midnight hour, 
For him whofe arms had fhook its firmeft tow’r. 


This night a Doucuas your protection claims 5 
A wife! a mother! Pity’s fofteft names : 
The fiory of her woes indulgent hear, 
And grant your fuppliant all fhe begs, a tear. 
In confidence foe begs ; and hopes to find 
Each Englith breaft, like noble Prercy’s, kind. 


PROLOGUE 


PROLOGUE 


SPOKEN AT EDINBURGH. 


In days of claffic fame, when Perfia’s Lord 
Oppos’d his millions to the Grecian fword, 
Flourifb’d the ftate of Athens, fmall her ftore, 
Rugged her foil, and rocky was her foore, 
Like Caledonia’s: yet /be gain’d a name 
That ftands unrivald in the rolls of fame. 
Such proud pre-eminence not valour gave, 
(For who than Sparta’s dauntle/s fons more brave ? ) 
But learning, and the love of every art, 
That Virgin Pallas and the Mufe impart. 
Above the reft the Tragic Mule admird 
Each Attic Breaft with nobleft Paffions fir'd. 
In peace their poets with their heroes /bar’d 
Glory, the hero’s, and the bard’s reward. 
The Tragic Mufe each glorious record kept, 
And, der the kings /be conquer’d, Athens wept *. 
Here let me ceafe, impatient for the Jcene, 
To you I need not praife the Tragic Queen: 


* See the Persar of /ii{chylus. 


BZ Oft 


Yael 
Oft has this audience foft compaffion /bown 
Io woes of heroes, heroes not their own. | 
This night our fcenes no common tear demand, 
He comes, the hero of your native land! 
Doucias, a name thro’ all the world renown’d, 
A name that roufes like the trumpet’s found ! 
Oft have your fathers, prodigal of life, 
A Dovcwas follow’d thro’ the bloody ftrife ; 
Hofts have been known at that dread name to yield, 
And, Dovewas dead, his name hath won the field. 
Liften attentive to the various tale, 
Mark if the author's kindred feelings fail; 
Sway'd by alternate hopes, alternate fears, 
He waits the teft of your congenial tears. 
If they foall flow, back to the Mufe he flies, 
And bids your heroes in fucceffion rife ; 
Colleéis the wand ring warriors as they roam, 


Dovewss affures them of a welcome home. 


DRAMATIS 


BONNE OIE OIG Gan Ban 
DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


As Originally Reprefented at London. 
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M EN. 

Lorp Ranporry, . . . . Mr RIDOUT. 
GLENALVON, ...... Mr SMITH. 
Op Norvat,...... Mr SPARKS. 
Doveias,-.-. aees Mr BARRY. 

SERVANTS, CSc. 

WOMEN. 

Lapy Ranpotru,. . . . Mas WOFFINGTON. 
ANNA, 2 2 #23": Mrs VINCENT. 


As Originally Reprefented at Edinburgh. 


MEN. 

Lorp RaNpDoLPH, .. . . Mr YOUNGER. 
GLENALVON, .... 6%. Mr LOVE, — 
Otp Norvat,...... Mr HAYMAN. 
DOUGLAS 4 ee ee, Mr DIGGES. 

SERVANTS, 9c. 

WOMEN. , 
Lapy Ranporry,. . - . Mrs WARD. 
JANDA, sop ay! Se Mrs HOPKINS. 
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ANNA) oo. .°. Goa Mrs WOODS. - 


The Paffagesdifiinguifbedby aninverted Comme, are omittedinthe Representation, 
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DOUGLAS. 


ee Ce doer: 


SCENE, The Court of a Caftle furround- 
ed with Woods. 


Linter LADY RANDOLPH. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


E woods and wilds, whofe melancholy gloom 
Accords with my foul’s fadnefs, and draws 
forth 
The voice of forrow from my burfting heart, 
Farewell a while: I will not leave you long ; 
For in your fhades I deem fome fpirit dwells, 
Who from the chiding ftream, or groaning oak, 
Still hears, and anfwers to Mariipa’s moan. 
O 
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O Dovcias! Dovcras! if departed ghofts 
Are e’er permitted to review this world, 
Within the circle of that wood thou art, 
And with the paffion of immortals hear’ft 
My lamentation: hear’ft thy wretched wife 
‘Weep for her hufband flain, her infant loft. 
My brother’s timelefs death I feem to mourn, 
Who perith’d with thee on this fatal day. 
To thee I lift my voice ; to thee addrefs 
The plaint which mortal ear has never heard. 
O difregard me not; tho’ I am call’d 
Another’s now, my heart is wholly thine. 
Incapable of change, affection hes 
Buried, my Dovucuas, in thy bloody grave. 
But RanpotrH comes, whom fate has made my 
Lord, 3 
To chide my anguifh, and defraud the dead. 


Linter LORD RANDOLPH. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Again thefe weeds of woe! fay, doft thou well 
To feed a paflion which confumes thy life ? 
The living claim fome duty; vainly thou 
Beftow’ft thy cares upon the filent dead. 
LADY 


AG Ti: DOUGLAS. 6 


LADY RANDOLPH: 


- Silent, alas! is he for whom I mourn: 
Childlefs, without memorial of his name, 
He only now in my remembrance lives. 
* This fatal day ftirs my time-fettled-forrow— 
- © Troubles afrefh the fountain of my heart. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 
‘ When was it pure of fadnefs! Thefe black 


‘ weeds : 
‘ Exprefs the wonted coiour of thy mind, 
* For ever dark and difmal. Seven long years 
‘ Are pafs’d, fince we were join’d by facred ties : 
* Clouds all the while have hung upon thy brow, 
* Nor broke, nor parted by one gleam of joy’ 
Time, that wears out the trace of deepeft anguith, 
* As the fea fmooths the prints made in the fand,’ 


Has pafs’d o’er thee in vain. 


‘ LADY RANDOLPH. 


: If time to come 
t Should prove as ineffectual, yet, my Lord; 
? Thou can’ft not blame me. When our Scottith 
* youth - 


C ‘ Vy’d 
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Vy’d with each other for my lucklefs love, 

Oft I befought them, I implor’d them all 

Not to affail me with my father’s aid, 

Nor blend their better deftiny with mine ; 

For melancholy had congeal’d my blood, 

And froze affeCtion in my chilly breatft. 

At laft my Sire, rous’d with the bafe attempt 
To force me from him, which thou rend’red{t 
“vain, 

To his own daughter bow’d his hoary head, 
Befought me to commiferate his age, 

And vow’d he fhould not, could not die in peace, 
Unlefs he faw me wedded, and fecur’d 

From violence and outrage. Then, my Lord! 
In my extreme diftrefs I call’d on thee, — 

Thee I befpake, profefs’d my ftrong defire 

To lead a fingle, folitary life, | 

And bege’d thy noblenefs, not to demand 

Her for a wife whofe heart was dead to love. 
How thou prefiftedft after this, thou know’ft, 
And mutt confefs that Iam not unjuft, 


Nor more to thee than to myfelf injurious. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


* That I confefs; yet ever muft regret 
‘The 


AE I. DOUGLAS. It 


‘ The grief I cannot cure.’ Wouldthou wert not 
Compos’d of grief and tendernefs alone, 
‘ But had’ft a fpark of other paffions in thee, 


< 


Pride, anger, vanity, the {trong defire 


é 


Of admiration, dear to woman kind ; 


€ 


Thefe might contend with, and allay thy grief, 


< 


As meeting tides and currents {mooth our frith. 


* LADY RANDOLPH. 


‘ To fuch a caufe the human mind oft owes 


‘ Its tranfient calm, a calm I envy not.’ 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Sure thou art not the daughter of Sir Marcortm: 
Strong was his rage, eternal his refentment : 
For when thy brother fell, he fmil’d to’ hear 
That Douctas’ fon in the fame field was {lain. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Oh! rake not up the afhes of my fathers : 
Implacable refentment was their crime, 
And grievous has the expiation been. 
Contending with the Dovuctas, gallant lives 
Of either houfe were loft; my anceftors 
C 2 Compell’d, 


\ 
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Compell’d, at laft, to leave their ancient feat 
On Tiviot’s pleafant banks; and now, of them 
No heir is left. Had they not been fo ftern, 
I had not been the laft of all my race. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Thy grief wrefts to its purpofes my words. 
T never afk’d of thee that ardent love, 
Which in the breafts of fancy’s children burns. 
Decent affection and complacent kindnefs 
Were all I with’d for; but I with’d in vain. 
Hence with the lefs regret my eyes behold 
The ftorm of war that gathers o’er this land: 
If I fhould perifh by the Danith fword, 
Matitpa would not fhed one tear the more. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Thou doft not think fo: woeful as I am, 
I love thy merit, and efteem thy virtues, 
But whither go’ft thou now ? 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Straight to the camp, 
Where every warrior on the tip-toe ftands 


Of 
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Of expectation, and impatient afks 
Each who arrives, if he is come to tell 
The Danes are landed. 


LADY RANDOLPH, 


O! may adverfe winds, 
Far from the coaft of Scotland, drive their fleet ! 
And every foldier of both hofts return 


In peace and fafety to his pleafant home! 


LORD.RANDOLPH. 


Thou fpeak’ft a woman’s, hear a warrior’s with ; 
Right from their native land, the ftormy north, 
May the wind blow, till every keel is fix’d 
Immoyeable in Caledonia’s ftrand! 

Then fhall our foes repent their bold invafion, 
And roving armies fhun the fatal fhore, 


* LADY RANDOLPH. 


‘ War I deteft: But war with foreign foes, 
‘, Whofe manners, language, and whofe looks are 
‘ ftrange, 
‘ Js not fo horrid, nor to me fo hateful, 
* As that which with our neighbours oft we wage. 
‘A 
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A river here, there an ideal line, 

By fancy drawn, divides the fifter kingdoms. 
On each fide dwells a people fimilar, 

As twins are to each other ; valiant both ; 
Both for their valour famous thro’ the world. 
Yet will they not unite their kindred arms, 
And, if they muft have war, wage diftant war, 
But with each other fight in cruel conflict. 
Gallant in ftrife, and noble in their ire, 

The battle is their paftime. They go forth 
Gay in the morning, as to fummer {port ; 
When ev’ning comes, the glory of the morn, 
The youthful warrior is a clod of clay. 

Thus fall the prime of either haplefs land ; 


* And fuch the fruit of Scotch and Enghth wars. 


a 


é 
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LORD RANDOLPH. 


‘ Til hear no more: this melody would make 
A foldier drop his fword, and doff his arms, 

sit down and weep the conquefts he has made ; 
Yea, (like a monk), fing reft and peace in heav’n 


To fouls of warriors in his battles flain.’ 


Lady, farewell: I leave thee not alone ; 


Yonder comes one whofe love makes duty light. 


[ Exit. 


Enter 


AG I. DOUGLAS. ts 


Finter ANNA. 


ANNA. 


Forgive the rafhnefs of your Anna’s love: 
Ureg’d by affection, I have thus prefum’d 
To interrupt your folitary thoughts ; 
And warn you of the hours that you neglect, 
And lofe in fadnefs. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


So to lofe my hours 
Ts all the ufe I with to make of time. 


ANNA. 

To blame thee, Lady, fuits not with my ftate : 
But fure I am, fince death firft prey’d on man, 
Never did fifter thus a brother mourn. 

What had your forrows been if you had loft, 
In early youth, the hufband of your heart ? 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Oh! 
ANNA. 


16 DOUGLAS. AG I. 


ANNA. 


Have I diftrefs’d you with officious love, 
And ill-tim’d mention of your brother’s fate ? 
Forgive me, Lady: humble tho’ I am, 

The mind I bear partakes not of my fortune : 
So fervently I love you, that to dry 
Thefe piteous tears, I’d throw my life away. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


What power directed thy unconfcious tongue 
To fpeak as thou haft done ? to name— 


ANNA. 


T know not: 
But fince my words have made my miftrefs tremble; 
I will fpeak fo no more; but filent mix 
My tears with her’s: 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


No, thou fhalt not be filent: 
Vl truft thy faithful love, and thou fhalt be 
Henceforth th’ inftructed partner of my woes. 


But what avails it? Can thy feeble pity 
Rolf 
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Roll back the flood of never-ebbing time? 
Compel the earth and ocean to give up 
Their dead alive ? 


ANNA. 


What means my noble miftrefs ? 


LADY RANDOLPH: 


Didft thou not afk what had my forrows been 
“If I in early youth had loft a hufband ?— 
In the cold bofom of the earth is lodg’d, 
Mangl’d with wounds, the hufband of my youth ; 
And in fome cavern of the ocean lies 
My child and his. 


ANNA. 
O! Lady, moft rever’d! 
The tale wrapt up in your amazing words 
Deign to unfold: 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Alas! an antient feud, 
Hereditary evil, was the fource 
D Of 
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Of my misfortunes. Ruling fate decreed, 

That my brave brother fhould in battle fave 

The life of Douczias’ fon, our houle’s foe : 

The youthful warriors vow’d eternal friendthip. 
To fee the vaunted fifter of his friend 

Impatient, Dovcias to Balarmo came, 

Under a borrow’d name.—My heart he gain’d ; 
Nor did I long refufe the hand he bege’d: 

My brother’s prefence authoris’d our marriage. 
Three weeks, three little weeks, with wings of down, 
Had o’er us flown, when my lov’d Lord was call’d 
To fight his father’s battles ; and with him, 

In fpite of all my tears, did Matcotm go. 

Scarce were they gone, when my ftern Sire was told 
That the falfe firanger was Lord Douc3as’ fon. 
Frantic with rage, the Baron drew his {word, 
And queftion’d me. Alone, forfaken, faint, 
Kneeling beneath his fword, fault’ring, I took 
An oath equivocal, that I ne’er would 

Wed one of Dovcias’ name. Sincerity, 

Thou firft of virtues, let no mortal leave 

Thy onward path! altho’ the earth fhould gape, 
And from the gulph of hell deftrudction cry, 

To take diffimulation’s winding way. 


ANNA. 
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ANNA. 


Alas! how few of woman’s fearful kind 
Durft own a truth fo hardy ! 


LADY RANDOLPH. 

. The firft truth 
Ts eafieft to avow. ‘This moral learn, 
This precious moral, from my tragic tale— 
In a few days the dreadful tidmgs came, 
That Dovcias and my brother both were flain. 
My lord! my life! my hufband!—Mighty God! 
What had I done to merit fuch affiiction ? 


ANNA. 


My deareft Lady ! many a tale of tears 
T’ve liften’d to; but never did I hear 
A tale fo fad as this. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


In the firft days 
Of my diftraGing grief, I found myfelf— 
As women with to be who love their Lords. : 
Dea But 
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But who durft tell my father ? The good prieft 
Who join’d our hands, my brother’s antient tutor, 
With his lov’d Matcoi, in the battle fell : 

They two alone were privy to the marriage. 

On filence and concealment I refolv’d, 

Till time fhould make my father’s fortune mine, 
That very night on which my fon was born, 

My nurfe, the only confident I had, 

Set out with him to reach her fifter’s houfe : 

But nurfe, nor infant, have I ever feen, 

Or heard of, Anna, fince that fatal hour. 

* My murder’d child!—had thy fond mother fear’d 
« The lofs of thee, fhe had loud fame defy’d, 

* Defpis’d her father’s rage, her father’s grief, 

* And wander’d with thee thro’ the {corning world.’ 


ANNA. 


Not feen nor heard of ! then perhaps he lives.. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


No. It was dark December: wind and rain 
Had beat all night. Acrofs the Carron lay 
The deftin’d road; and in its fwelling flood 
My faithful fervant perifh’d with my child. 
‘Q 


AG I. DOUGLAS. 2 


* O haplefs fon! of a moft haplefs fire !— 

‘ But they are both at reft; and I alone 

* Dwell in this world of woe, condemn’d to walk, 

‘ Like a guilt-troubl’d ghoft, my painful rounds? 

Nor has defpiteful fate permitted me 

The comfort of a folitary forrow. 

Tho’ dead to love, I was compell’d to wed 

Ranpo.rH, who fnatch’d me from a villain’s arms ; 

And RanpotrH now poffeffes the domains, 

That by Sir Matcoum’s death on me devolv’d; 

Domains, that fhould to Dovcuas’ fon have giv’n 

A Baron’s title, and a Baron’s power. 

‘ Such were my foothing thoughts, while I be- 
* wal’d 

‘ The flaughter’d father of a fon unborn, 

* And when that fon came, like a ray from heav’n, 

‘ Which fhines and difappears; alas! my child! 

* How long did thy fond mother grafp the hope 

‘ Of having thee, fhe knew not how, reftor’d. 

* Year after year hath worn her hope away ; 

* But left fill undiminifh’d her defire. 


‘ ANNA. 


¢ The hand, that fpins th’ uneven thread of life, 
‘ May {mooth the length that’s yet to come of your’s. 
LADY 
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LADY RANDOLPH. 


© Not in this world: I have confider’d well 
* Its various evils, and on whom they fall. 
* Alas! how oft does goodnefs wound itfelf, 
* And {weet affection prove the fpring of woe ¥ 
O! had I died when my lov’d hufband fell! 
Had fome good angel op’d to me the book 
Of providence, and let me read my life, 
My heart had broke, when I beheld the fure 
Of ills, which one by one I have endur’d. 


ANNA. — 


That God, whofe minifters good angels are, 
Hath fhut the book m mercy to mankind. 
But we mutt leave this theme : GLENALVON comes: 
I faw him bend on you his thoughtful eyes ; 
And hitherwards he flowly flalks his way. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


T will avoid him. An ungracious perfon 
Is doubly irkfome in an hour like this. 


ANNA, 
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ANNA. 
Why fpeaks my lady thus of Ranpotry’s heir ? 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Becaufe he’s not the heir of RANDOLPH’s virtues, 
Subtle and fhrewd, he offers to mankind 
An artificial image of himfelf : 
And he with eafe can vary to the tafte 
Of different men its features. ‘ Self-deny’d, 
‘ And mafter of his appetites he feems : 
* But his fierce nature, like a fox chain’d up, 
* Watches to feize unfeen the wifh’d for prey. 
« Never were vice and virtue pois’d fo ill, 
* As in GLENALVon’s unrelenting mind.’ 
Yet is he brave and politic in war ; 
And ftands aloft in thefe unruly times. 
Why I defcribe him thus I'll tell hereafter : 
Stay and detain him till I reach the caftle. 

[Exit Lapy Ranporu. 


ANNA. 
O happimefs! where art thou to be found ? 


T fee thou dwelleft not with birth and beauty, 
Tho! 
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Tho’ grac’d with grandeur, and in wealth array’d: 
Nor doft thou, it would feem, with virtue dwell ; 
Elfe had this gentle lady mifs’d thee not. 


Enter GLENALVON. 


~GLENALVON. 


What doft thou mufe on, meditating maid ? 
Like fome entranc’d and vifionary feer, 
On earth thou ftand’ft, thy thoughts afcend to 
heav’n. 


ANNA. 
Wovu'd that I were, e’en as thou fay’ft, a feer, 
To have my doubts by heav’nly vifion clear’d! 


GLENALVON. 


What doft thou doubt of? what haft thou to da 
With fubjects intricate? thy youth, thy beauty, 
Cannot be queftion’d: think of thefe good gifts ; 
And then thy contemplations will be pleafing. 


ANNA, 
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ANNA. 


Let women view yon monument of woe, 
Then boaft of beauty : who fo fair as fhe? 
But I mutt follow: this revolving day 
Awakes the memory of her antient woes. 
[ Eat ANNA, 


GLENALVON /olus. 


So !__Lady Rannotrx fhuns me: by and by 
I'll woo her as the lion wooes his brides. 
The deed’s a-doing now, that makes me Lord 
Of thefe rich vallies, and a chief of power. 
The feafon is moft apt: my founding fteps 
Will not be heard amidft the din of arms. 
Ranpotru has liv’d too long: his better fate 
Had the afcendant once, and kept me down: 
When I had feiz’d the Dame, by chance he came, 
Refcu’d,- and had the Lady for his labour. 
I *{cap’d unknown: ‘ a flender confolation! 
* Heav’n is my witnefs that I do not love 
‘ To fow in peril, and let others reap 
* The jocund harveft’ Yet Tam not fafe: 
By love, or fomething hke it, ftung, inflam/d, 

E Madly 
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Madly I blabb’d my paffion to his wife, _ 

And fhe has threaten’d to acquaint him of it. 
The way of woman’s will I do not know: 

But well I know the Baron’s wrath is deadly. 

I will not live in fear: the man I dread 

Is as a Dane to me; ay, and the man 

Who ftands betwixt me and my chief defire. 
No bar but he; fhe has no kinfman near ; 

No brother in his fifter’s quarrel bold ; 

And for the righteous caufe, a {tranger’s caufe, 
T know no chief that will defy Guenatvon. [Exit. 


End of the First Act. 


ACT 
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ANC TiN’ Ee 
SCENE, A Court, &e. as befare 


Enter SERVANTS and a STRANGER 
at one door, and LADY RANDOLPH 
and ANNA at another. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 
HAT means this clamour? Stranger fpeak 
fecure; | | 
Haft thou been wrong’d? have thefe rude men 
prefurn’d 


To vex the weary traveller on his way ? 


ift SERVANT. 


By us-no ftranger ever fufler’d wrong: 
This man with outcry wild has call’d us forth ; 
So fore afraid he cannot fpeak his fears, 
E 2 ‘Eater 
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Enter LORD RANDOLPH azd a 
YOUNG MAN, with their fwords 
drawn and bloody. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Not vain the Stranger’s fears! how fares m 
g y 


Lord ? 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


That it fares well, thanks to this gallant youth, 
Whofe valour fav’d me from a wretched death!_— 
As down the winding dale I walk’d alone, 

At the crofs way four armed men attack’d me: 
Rovers, I judge, from the licentious camp ; 
Who would have quickly laid Lord Ranporrx low, 
Had not this brave and generous Stranger come, 
Like my good angel, in the hour of fate, 
And, mocking danger, made my foes his own. 
They turn’d upon him: but his active arm 
Struck to the ground, from whence they rofe no 
more, 

The fierceft two; the others fled amain, 

And 
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And left him mafter of the bloody field. 

Speak, Lady RanpotrH: upon Beauty’s tongue 
Dwell accents pleafing to the brave and bold ; 
Speak, noble Dame, and thank him for thy Lord. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


My Lord, I cannot fpeak what now I feel. 
My heart o’erflows with gratitude to heav’n ; 
And to this noble youth, who, all unknown 
To you and yours, deliberated not, 
Nor paus’d at peril, but humanely brave 
Fought on your fide, againft fuch fearful odds. 
Have you yet learn’d of him whom we fhould 
thank ? | 
Whom call the faviour of Lord Ranpotpw’s life? 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


I afk’d that queftion, and he anfwer’d not: 
But I muft know who my deliverer is. 
(to the Stranger.) 


STRANGER. 


A Jow-born man, of parentage obicure, 
Who 
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Who nought can boaft but his defire to be 


A foldier, and to gain a name in arms. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Whoe’er thou art, thy fpirit is ennobl’d 
By the great King of kings! thou art ordain’d 
And ftamp’d a hero by the fovereign hand 
Of Nature! blufh not, flower of modefty 
As well as valour, to declare thy birth. 


STRANGER: 


My name is Norvat: on the Grampian hills 
My father feeds his flocks; a frugal {wain, 
Whofe conftant cares were to encreafe his ftore; 
And keep his only fon, myfelf, at home. 
For I had heard of battles, and I long’d 
To follow to the field fome warlike Lord : 
And heav’n foon granted what my Sire deny’d. 
This moon which rofe laft night, round as my 

fhield, 

- Had not yet fill’d her horns, when, by her light; 
A band of fierce Barbarians, from the hills, 
Ruth’d like a torrent down upon the vale, 
Sweeping our flocks and herds. The fhepherds fled 
. For 
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For-fafety and for fuccour. I alone, 
‘With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows, 
Hover’d about the enemy, and mark’d 
The road he took, then hafted to my friends, 
Whom, with a troop of fifty chofen men, 
I met advancing. The purfuit I led, 
Till we o’ertook the {poil-encumber’d foe. 
We fought and conquer’d. Erea {word was drawn, 
An arrow from my bow had pierc’d their chief, 
Who wore that day the arms which now I wear. 
Returning home in triumph, I difdain’d 
The fhepherd’s flothful life; and having heard 
That our good King had fummon’d his bold Peers 
To lead their warriors to the Carrom fide, 
I left my father’s houfe, and took with me 
A chofen fervant to conduct my fteps :— 
Yon trembling coward, who forfook his matter. 
Journeying with this intent, I paft thefe towers, 
And, heav’n-directed, came this day to do 
The happy deed that gilds my humble name. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


He is as wife as brave. Was ever tale 
With fuch a gallant modefty rehears’d ¢ 
My 
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My brave deliverer! thou fhalt enter now 

A nobler lift, and in a monarch’s fight 
Contend with princes for the prize of fame. 

¥ will prefent thee to our Scottifh King, 
Whofe valiant fpirit ever valour low’d. 

Ha! my Maritpa ! wherefore ftarts that tear ? 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


T cannot fay: for various affections, 
And ftrangely mingled, in my bofom {well ; 
- Yet each of them may well command a tear. 
I joy that thou art fafe; and I admire 
Him and his fortunes who hath wrought thy fafety ; 
Yea, as my mind predicts, with thine his own, 
Obfcure and friendlefs, he the army fought, 
Bent upon peril, in the range of death 
Refolv’d to hunt for fame, and with his fword 
To gain diftinCion which his birth deny’d. 
In this attempt unknown he might have perith’d, 
And gain’d, with all his valour, but oblivion. 
Now, grac’d by thee, his virtue ferves no more 
Beneath defpair. The foldier now of hope 
He ftands confpicuous; fame and great renown 
Are brought within the compafs of his fword. 


On 
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On this my mind reflected, whilft you fpoke, 
And blefs'’d the wonder-working Lord of heav’n. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Pious and grateful ever are thy thoughts! © 
My deeds fhall follow where thou pomt’ft the way. 
Next to myfelf, and equal to GLenatvon, 

In honour and command fhall Norvat be. 


NORV AL. 


I know not how to thank you. Rude Iam 
In fpeech and manners: never till this hour 
Stood I im fuch a prefence: yet, my Lord, 
There’s fomething in my breaft, which makes me 
bold 
To fay, that Norvax ne’er will fhame thy favour. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


T will be fworn thou wilt not. Thou fhalt be 
My knight; and ever, as thou didft to-day, 
With happy valour guard the life of Ranporrn. 


i LORD 
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LORD RANDOLPH. 


Well haft thou fpoke. Let me forbid reply. 
[Zo Norvat, 

We are thy debtors ftill; thy high defert 
O’ertops our gratitude. I muft proceed, 
As was at firft intended, to the camp. 
Some of my train, I fee, are fpeeding hither, 
Impatient, doubtlefs, of their Lord’s delay. 
Go with me, Norvat, and thine eyes fhall fee 
The chofen warriors of thy native land, 
Who languith for the fight, and beat the air 
With brandith’d {words. 


NORVAL, 
Let us be gone, my Lord, 


LORD RANDOLPH, 


[Yo Lady Ranvotru.] About the time that the 
dechning fun 
Shall his broad orb o’er yonder hills fufpend, 
Expect us to return. This night once more 
Within thefe walls I reft; my tent I pitch 
‘To-morrow in the field, Prepare the feaft. 
Free 
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Free is his heart who for his country fights : 
He in the eve of battle may refign 
Himfelf to focial pleafure ; fweeteft then, 
When danger to a foldier’s foul endears 
The human joy that never may return. 
[Exeunt Ranpoten and Norvat. 


LADY RANDOLPH anp ANNA. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


His parting words have ftruck a fatal truth. 
O Dovucias! Doucias! tender was the time 
When we two parted, ne’er to meet again ! 
How many years of anguifh and defpair 
Has heav’n annex’d to thofe fwift-pafling hours 
Of love and fondnefs + ‘ Then my bofom’s flame, 
‘ Oft, as blown back by the rude breath of fear 
* Return’d, and with redoubled ardour blaz’d.’ 


ANNA. 


May gracious heav’n pour the fweet balm of 


peace 
F 2 Into 
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Into the wounds that fefter in your breaft! 


For earthly confolation cannot cure them. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


One only cure can heav’n itfelf beftow ;— 
A grave—that bed in which the weary reft. 
Wretch that lam! Alas! why am I fo? 

At every happy parent 1 repme! 

- How bleft the mother of yon gallant Norvau! 
She for a living hufband bore her pains, 

And heard him blefs her when a man was born: 
She nurs’d her fmiling infant on her breaft ; 
Tended the child, and rear’d the pleafing boy: 
She, with affection’s triumph, faw the youth 

In grace and comelinefs furpafs his peers : 
Whuilft I to a dead hufband bore a fon, 

And to the roaring waters gave my child. 


ANNA. 


Alas! alas! why will you thus refume 
Your grief afrefh? I thought that gallant youth 
Would for a while have won you from your woe. 
On him intent you gazed, with a look 
Much 
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Much more delighted, than your penfive eye 
Has deign’d on other objects to beftow. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Delighted, fay’fi thou? Oh! even there mine 
eye 
Found fuel for my life-confuming forrow. 
I thought, that had the fon of Dovcuas liv’d, 
He might have been like this young gallant ftran- 
ger, | 3 
And pair’d with him in features and in fhape. 
In all endowments, as in years, I deem, 
My boy with blooming Norvar might have num- 
ber’d. 
Whilft thus I mus’d, a fpark from fancy fell 
On my fad heart, and kindled up a fondnefs 
For this young firanger, wand’ring from his home, 
And like an orphan caft upon my care. 
I will protedt thee, (faid I to myfelf) 
With all my power, and grace with all my fa- 
vour. 


ANNA. 
Sure heav’n will blefs fo gen’rous a refolve. 
You 
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You muft, my noble Dame, exert your power : 
You-muft awake: devices will be fram’d, 


And arrows pointed at the breaft of Norvat. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


GLenatvon’s falfe and crafty head will work 
Againft a rival in his kinfman’s love, 
If I deter him not: I only can. 
Bold as he is, GLENALVON will beware 
How he pulls down the fabric that I raife. 
Pll be the artift of young Norvav’s fortune. 


wn 


"Tis pleafing to admire! moft apt was I 


To this affection in my better days ; 


x 


Tho’ now I feem to you fhrunk up, retir’d 


Lay 


Within the narrow compafs of my woe. 


nm 


Have you not fometimes feen an early flower 


a 


Open its bud, and fpread its filken leaves, 


nw 


To catch fweet airs, and odours to beftow ; 


a“ 


Then, by the keen blaft nipt, pull in its leaves, 


nv 


And, tho’ ftill living, die to {cent and beauty ? 


Aw 


Emblem of me: affliction, like a ftorm, 
ath kill'd the forward bloflom of my heart.’ 


[ n 


Enter 
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finter GLENALVON, 


GLENALVON. 


Where is my deareft kinfman, noble Ranporry? 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Have you not heard, GLENALvon, of the bafe— 


GLENALVON, 


I have: and that the villains may not ’{cape, 
With a ftrong band I have begirt the wood ; 
If they lurk there, alive they fhall be taken, 
And torture force from them th’ important fecret, 
Whether fome foe of Ranpotru hir’d their fwords, 
Osi 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


That care becomes a kinfman’s love. 
I have a counfel for GLenatvon’s ear. [Exit ANNA. 


GLENALVON, 


40 DOUGLAS. Act EL. 


GLENALVON. 


To him your counfels always are commands. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


{ have not found fo: thou art known to me. 


GLENALVON. 


Known ! 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


ee 


And moft certain is my caufe of knowledge. 


GLENALVON. 


What do you know? By the moft blefled 
crofs, ' 
You much amaze me. No created being, 
Yourfelf except, durft thus accoft GLENALVoN. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


ts guilt fo bold? and doft thou make a merit 
Of thy pretended mecknefs? This to me, 
Who, 
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Who, with a gentlenefs which duty blames, 

Have hitherto conceal’d, what, if divulg’d, 

Would make thee nothing; or, what’s worfe than 
that, 

An outcaft beggar, and unpitied too: 


For mortals fhudder at a crime like thine. 


‘GLENALVON. 


Thy virtue awes me. Firft of womankind! 
Permit me yet to fay, that the fond man 
Whom love tranfports beyond ftriét virtue’s bounds, 
Tf he is brought by love to mifery, 
In fortune ruin’d, ‘as in mind forlorn, 
Unpity’d cannot be. Pity’s the alms 
Which on fuch beggars freely is beftow’d : 
For mortals know that love is fill their lord, 
And o’er their vain refolves advances flill: 
‘ As fire, when kindled by our fhepherds, moves 
‘ Thro’ the dry heath before the fanning wind.’ 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Referve thefe accents for fome other ear. 
To love’s apology I liften not. 
Mark thou my words ; for itis meet thou fhould’ft. 
eh His 
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His brave deliv’rer RaNpotru here retains. 
Perhaps his prefence may not pleafe thee well ; 
But, at thy peril, practife ought againft him: 
Let not thy jealoufy attempt to fhake 

And loofen the good root he has in RANDOLPH ; 
Whofe favourites I know thou haft fupplanted. 
Thou look’ft at me, as if thou fain would’ft pry 
Into my heart: ’Tis open as my {peech. 

I give this early caution; and put on 

The curb, before thy temper breaks away. 
The friendlefs Stranger my protection claims : 
His friend Iam, and be not thou his foe. [Ewit. 


Manet GLENALVON. - 


Child that I was, to {tart at my own fhadow, 
And be the fhallow fool of coward confcience! 
I am not what I have been ; what I fhould be. 
The darts of deftiny have almoft pierc’d 

My marble heart. Had I one grain of faith 
In holy legends, and religious tales, 

I fhould conclude there was an arm above 
That fought againft me, and malignant turn’d, 
To catch myfelf, the fubtle fnare I fet. 

Why, rape and murder are not fimple means! 
Th’ imperfect rape to Ranpoiru gave a fpoule ; 


And 
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And the intended murder introduc’d 

A favourite to hide the fun from me; 

And, worft of all, a rival. Burning hell! 

This were thy centre, if I thought fhe lov’d him! 
"Tis certain fhe contemns me; nay, commands me, 
And waves the flag of her difpleafure o’er me, 

In his behalf. And fhall I thus be brav’d? 
Curb’d, as fhe calls it, by dame chaftity ? 
Infernal fiends, if any fiends there are 

More fierce than hate, ambition, and revenge, 
Rife up, and fill my bofom with your fires 

And policy remorfelefs! ‘ Chance may fpoil 

‘ A fingle aim; but perfeverance muft — 

‘ Profper at laft. For chance and fate are words: 
‘ Perfiftive wifdom is the fate of man.’ 

Darkly a project peers upon my mind, 

‘ Like the red moon when rifing in the eaft, : 
* Crofs’d and divided by ftrange-colour’d clouds.’ 
Pll feek the flave who came with Norvan hither, 
And for his cowardice was fpurned from him. 
I’ve known a follower’s rankled bofom breed 
Venom moft fatal to his heedlefs Lord. [ Exit. 


End of the Second Act. 
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yaler @red Boas OBE 
SCENE, A Court, &c. as before. 


inter ANNA. 


ANNA. 


HY vaffals, Grief! great Nature’s order break, 
And change the noon-tide to the midnight 
hour. 
Whilft Lady Ranpotru fleeps, I will walk forth, 
And tafte the air that breathes on yonder bank. 
Sweet may her flumbers be! Ye minitfters 
Of gracious heav’n who love the human race, 
Angels and feraphs who delight in goodnefs, 
Forfake your fkies, and to her couch defcend ! 
There from her fancy chace thofe difmal forms 
That haunt her waking ; her fad {pirit charm | 
With images celeftial, fuch as pleafe 
The blefs’d above upon their golden beds. 
Enter 
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Enter SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 


One of the vile affaffins is fecur’d. 
We found the villain lurking in the wood : 
With dreadful imprecations he denies 
All knowledge of the crime. But this is not 
His firft eflay : thefe jewels were conceal’d 
In the moft fecret places of his garment ; 
Belike the fpoils of fome that he has murder’d. 


ANNA. 


Let me look on them. Ha! here is a heart, 
The chofen creft of Doucxas’ valiant name ! 
Thefe are no vulgar jewels. Guard the wretch. 

[Exit ANNA. 


Enter SERVANTS with a PRISONER. 


PRISONER. 


IT know no more than does the child unborn 


Of what you charge me with. 
oft 


46 DOUGLAS. AG It. 


rit SERVANT. 


You fay fo, Sir! 
But torture foon fhall make you fpeak the truth. 
Behold, the Lady of Lord Ranpotpn comes : 
Prepare yourfelf to meet her juft revenge. 


Linter LADY RANDOLPH and 
ANNA. 


ANNA. 


Summon your utmoft fortitude, before 
You fpeak with him. Your dignity, your fame, 
Are now at ftake. Think of the fatal fecret, 
Which in a moment from your lips may fly. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Thou fhalt behold me, with a defperate heart, 
Hear how my infant perifh’d. See, he kneels. 
(Lhe Prifoner kneels.) 


PRISONER. 


Heav’n blefs that countenance fo fweet and mild! 
A 
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A judge like thee makes innocence more bold. 
O fave me, Lady! from thefe cruel men, 
Who have attack’d and feiz’d me; who accufe 
Me of intended murder. As I hope 

For mercy at the judgment-feat of God, 

The tender lamb, that never nipt the grafs, 

Is not more innocent than I of murder. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Of this man’s guilt what proof can ye produce? 


eg @ SERVANT, 


“We found him lurking in the hollow glen. 
When. view’d and call’d upon, amaz’d he fled. 
We overtook him, and enquir’d from whence 
And what he was: he faid he came from far, 
_ And was upon his jowney to the camp. | 
Not fatisty’d with this, we fearch’d his clothes, 
_ And found take jewels, whofe rich value plead 
| Moitporerl againft him. Hard he feems, 
| - And old in villainy. Permit us try 

"His ftubbornnefs againft the torture’s force. 


, 
PRISONER. 
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PRISONER. 


O, gentle Lady! by your Lord’s dear life, 
Which thefe weak hands, I fwear, did ne’er aflail ; 
And by your children’s welfare, {pare my age! 
Let not the iron tear my antient joints, 

And my grey hairs bring to the grave with pain. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Account for thefe ; thine own they cannot be: 
For thefe, I fay: be ftedfaft to the truth ; 
Detected falfhood is moft certain death. 

(Anna removes the Servants and returns.) 


PRISONER. 


Alas! I’m fore befet! let never man, 
For fake of lucre, fin againft his foul! 
Eternal juftice is in this moft juft! 

I, guiltlefs now, muft former guilt reveal. 


LADY RANDOLPH, 


O! Anna, hear!—Once more I charge thee fpeak 
The truth direct: for thefe to me foretell 
And. certify a part of thy narration ; 
With, 
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With which, if the remainder tallies not, 
An inftant and a dreadful death abides thee. 


PRISONER. 
Then, thus adjur’d, I'll fpeak to you as jutt 


As if you were the minifter of heav’n, 
Sent down to fearch the fecret fins of men. 

Some eighteen years ago, I rented land 
Of brave Sir Matcot, then Balarmo’s Lord 34 
But falling to decay, his fervants feiz’d 
All that I had, and then turn’d me and mine 
(Four helplefs infants and their weeping mother) 
Out to the mercy of the winter winds. 
A little hovel by the river’s fide 
Receiv’d us: there hard labour, and the {kill 
In fifhing, which was formerly my fport, 
Supported life. Whuilft thus we poorly liv’d, 
One ftormy night, as I remember well, | 
The wind and rain beat hard upon our roof: 
‘Red came the river down, and loud and oft 
The angry fpirit of the water fhriek’d. 
At the dead hour of night was heard the cry 
Of one in jeopardy. I rofe, and ran 
To where the circling eddy of a pool, 
Beneath the ford, us’d oft to bring within 

H My 


a 
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My reach whatever floating thing the ftream 

Had caught. ‘The voice was ceas’d ; the perfon loft: 

But, looking fad and earneft on the waters, 

By the moon’s light I faw, whirl’d round and 
round, 

A bafket: foon I drew it to the bank, 

And neftled curious there an infant lay. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 
Was he alive? 


PRISONER. 


He was. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


- Inhuman that thou art! 
How could’ft thou kill what waves and tempefts 
fpar’d ? 


PRISONER. 


i was not fo inbuman. 


LADY 
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LADY RANDOLPH. 


Didft thou not ? 


ANNA. 


My noble miftrefs, you are mov'd too much : 
‘This man has not the afpect af ftern murder ; 
Let him go on, and you, I hepe, will hear 
Goad tidings of your kinfman’s long left child. 


PRISONER, 


The needy man who has known better days, 
One whorn diftrefs has fpited at the world, 
Is he whom tempting fiends would pitch upon 
To do fuch deeds, as make the profperous men * 
Lift up their hands and wonder who could do 

them : 
And fuch a man was 1; a man declin’d, 
Who faw no end of black adverfity : 
Yet, for the wealth af kingdoms, I would not 
Have touch’d that infant with a hand of harm. 
J 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Ha! doft thou fay fo? Then perhaps he lives! 
H2 PRISONER, 
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PRISONER. 


Not many days ago he was alive. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 
O God of heav’n! Did he then die fo lately: ? 


PRISONER. 


T did not fay he died; I hope he lives. 
Not many days ago thefe eyes beheld 
Him, flourifhing in youth, and health, and beauty. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Where is he now ? 


PRISONER. 


Alas! I know not where. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Oh, fate! I fear thee ftill. Thou riddler, fpeak 
Dyrect and clear; elfe I will fearch thy foul. 


ANNA. 
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tr 
tay 


ANNA. 


* Permit me, ever honour’d! Keen impatience, 
* Tho’ hard to be reftrain’d, defeats itfelf’?— 
Purfue thy ftory with a faithful tongue, | 
To the laft hour that thou didft keep the child, 


PRISONER. 


Fear not my faith, tho’ I muft {peak my fhame, 
Within the cradle where the infant lay 
Was ftow’d a mighty ftore of gold and jewels; 
Tempted by which, we did refolve to hide, 
From all the warld, this wonderful event, 
And like a peafant breed the noble child. 
That none might mark the change of our eftate, 
We left the country, travell’d to the North, | 
Bought flocks and herds, and gradually brought forth 
Our fecret wealth. But God’s all-feeing eye 
Beheld our avarice, and {mote us fore : 
For one by one all our own children died, 
And he, the Stranger, fole remain’d the heir 
Of what indeed was his. Fain then would I, 
Who with a father’s fondnefs lov’d the boy, 
Have trufted him, now in the dawn of youth, 
With his own fecret: but my anxious wife, 

| Foreboding 
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Foreboding evil, never would confent.. 
Meanwhile the firipling grew in years and beauty ; 
And, as we oft obferv’d, he bore himfelf, 

Not as the offspring of our cottage blood ; 

For nature will break out : mild with the mild, 
But with the froward he was fierce as fire, 

And night and day he talk’d of war and arms. 

T fet myfelf againft his warlike bent; - 

But all in vain: for when a defperate band 

Of robbers from the favage mountains came— 


» LADY RANDOLPH. 
Eternal Providence! What is thy name? 


PRISONER. 


My name is NorvaL; and my name he bears. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


"Tis he ; “tis he himfelf! It is my fon ! - 
O, fovereign mercy! "Iwas my child I faw !— 
No wonder, Anna, that my bofom burn’d. 


ANNA. 


Juit are your tran{ports: ‘ ne’er was woman’s heart 
“ Prov’d 
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‘ Prov’d with fuch fierce extremes. High-fated 
* Dame? 

But yet remember that you are beheld 

By fervile eves; your geftures may be feen 

Impaflion’d, ftrange; perhaps your words o'er 
heard. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Well doft thou counfel, Anna: heav’n beftow 
On me that wifdom which my ftate requires! 


‘ ANNA. 


‘ The moments of deliberation pafs, 
* And foon you muft refolve. This ufeful man 
© Muft be difmifs’d in fafety, ere my Lord 
© Shall with his brave deliverer return.’ 


PRISONER. 


If I, amidft aftonifhment and fear, 
Have of your words and geftures rightly jude’d, 
Thou art the daughter of my antient matter ; 
The child I refcu’d from the flood is thine. 


LADY 
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LADY RANDOLPH. 


With thee diffimulation now were vain: 
‘T am indeed the daughter of Sir Mancom ; 
The child thou refcu’dft from the flood is mine: 


PRISONER. 


Blefs’d be the hour that made me a poor man! 
My poverty hath fav’d my mafter’s houfe! 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Thy words furprize me: fure thou doft not 
feign! 
The tear ftands in thine eye: fuch love from thee 
Sir Matcotm’s houfe deferv’d not; if aright 
Thou told’ft the ftory of thy own diftrefs. 


PRISONER. 


Sir Marcortm of our Barons was the flower ; 
The fafteft friend, the beft, the kindeft mafter : 
But ah! he knew not of my fad eftate. | 
After that battle, where his gallant fon, 

Your own brave brother, fell, the good old Lord 
Grew defperate and reckleis of the world ; 


And 


Aa iit DOUGLAS. 57 


And never, as he erft was wont, went forth 
To overlook the conduct of his fervants. 

By them I was thruft out, and them I blame : 
May heav’n fo judge me as I judg’d my matter! 
And God fo love me as I love his race ! 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


His race fhall yet reward thee. On thy faith 
Depends the fate of thy lov’d mafter’s houfe. 
Rememb’reft thou a little lonely hut, 

That like a holy hermitage appears 
Among the cliffs of Carron ? 


PRISONER. 


I remember 


The cottage of the cliffs. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


’Tis that I mean : 
There dwells a man of venerable age, 
Who in my father’s fervice fpent his youth: 
Tell him I fent thee, and with him remain, 


Till I fhall call upon thee to declare, 
I Before 
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Before the King and Nobles, what thou now 

To me haft told. No more but this, and thou 
Shalt live in honour all thy future days ; 

Thy fon fo long fhall call thee father ftill, 

And all the land fhall blefs the man who fav’d 
The fon of DouctAs, and Sir Matconm’s heir. 
Remember well my words; if thou fhould’ft meet 
Him whom thou call’ft thy fon, ftill call him fo; 


And mention nothing of his nobler father. 


PRISONER. 


Fear not that I fhall mar fo fair a harveft, 
By putting in my fickle ere ’tis ripe. 
Why did I leave my home and antient dame ? 
To find the youth, to tell him all I knew, 
And make him wear thefe jewels in his arms, 
Which might, I thought, be challeng’d, and fo 

bring 

To light the fecret of his noble birth. 


[ Lady Ranpoteu goes towards the Servants. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


This man is not th’ aflaffin you fufpected, 
Tho’ chance combin’d fome likelihoodsagainfthim. 


He 
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He is the faithful bearer of the jewels 

To their right owner, whom in hafte he feeks. 
Tis meet that you fhould put him on his way, 
Since your miftaken zeal hath dragg’d him hither. 


Exeunt Stranger and Servants. 
iS 


LADY RANDOLPH and ANNA. 


LADY RANDOLPH, 


My faithful Anna! doft thou fhare my joy? 

I know thou doft. Unparallell’d event ! 

Reaching from heav’n to earth, Jehovah’s arm 

Snatch’d from the waves, and brings to me my 
fon ! 

Judge of the widow, and the orphan’s father, 

Accept a widow’s and a mother’s thanks _ 

For fuch‘a gift! What does my Anna think 

Of the young eaglet of a valiant neft? 

How foon he gaz’d on bright and burning arms, 

Spurn’d the low dunghill where his fate had thrown 
him, 

And tower’d up to the region of his fire! 


I 2 ANNA. 
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ANNA. 


How fondly did your eyes devour the boy! 
Myfterious nature, with the unfeen cord 
Of powerful inftinG, drew you to your own. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


The ready ftory of his birth believ’d 
Suppreft my fancy quite; nor did he owe 
To any likenefs my fo fudden favour : 

But now I long to fee his face again, 
Examine every feature, and find out 

The lineaments of Doucias, or my. own. 
But moft of all I long to let him know 
Who his true parents are, to clafp his neck, 
And tell him all the ftory of his father. 


ANNA. 


With wary caution you muft bear yourfelf 
In public, left your tendernefs break forth, 
And in obfervers ftir conjectures ftrange. 
‘ For, if a cherub in the fhape of woman 
‘ Should walk this world, yet defamation would, 
ae ‘ Like 
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‘ Like a vile cur, bark at the angel’s train.’— 
‘To-day the Baron ftarted at your tears. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 
He did fo, Anna! Well thy Miftrefs knows 


if the leaft circumftance, mote of offence, 
Should touch the Baron’s eye, his fight would be 
With jealoufy diforder’d. But the more 

It does behove me inftant to declare 

The birth of Dovcias, and affert his rights. 
This night I purpofe with my fon to meet, 
Reveal the fecret, and confult with him : 

For wife he is, or my fond judgment errs, 

As he does now, {fo look’d his noble father, 
Array’d in nature’s eafe : his mein, his {peech, 
Were fweetly fimple, and full oft deceiv’d 
Thofe trivial mortals who feem always wife. 

But, when the matter match’d his mighty mind, 
Up rofe the Hero ; on his piercing eye 

Sat Obfervation ; on each glance of thought 
Decifion follow’d, as the thunderbolt 

Purfues the flath. 


ANNA. 
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ANNA. 


That demon haunts you ftll : 
Behold GLENALvon. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Now I fhun him not. - 
This day [ brav’d him in behalf of Norvat: 
Perhaps too far: at leaft my nicer fears 
For Dovcuas thus interpret. : 


f£inter GLENALVON. 


GLENALVON. 


Noble Dame! 
The hov’rmg Dane at laft his men hath landed : 
No band of pirates; but a mighty hoft, 
That come to fettle where their valour conquers ; 
To win a country, or to lofe themfelves. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 
But whence comes this intelligence, GLENALVON? 


GLENALVON. 


Aa Il. DOUGLAS. 63 


GLENALVON. 


A nimble courier fent from yonder camp, 
To haften up the chieftains of the north, 
TInform’d me, as he paft, that the fierce Dane 
Had on the eaftern coaft of Lothian landed, 
* Near to that place where the fea-rock immenfe, 
‘ Amazing Bafs, looks o’er a fertile land. 


* LADY RANDOLPH. 


‘ Then muft this weftern army march to join 
The warlike troops that guard Edina’s tow’rs. 


~ 


‘ GLENALVON. 


‘ Beyond all queftion. If impairing time 


tad 


Has not effac’d the image of a place 


n 


Once perfect in my breaft, there is a wild 
Which lies to weftward of that mighty rock, 


And feems by nature formed for the camp 


a 


n 


n~ 


Of water-wafted armies, whofe chief ftrength 
Lies in firm foot, unflank’d with warlike horfe: 
If martial {kill directs the Danifh lords, 

There inacceflible their army lies 


» 


a 


an 


‘ To 
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* To our fwift-{cow’ring horfe; the bloody field 
* Muft man to man, and foot to foot be fought.’ 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


How many mothers fhall bewail their fons! 
How many widows weep their hufbands flain! 
Ye dames of Denmark ! ev’n for you I feel, 
Who, fadly fitting on the fea-beat fhore, 
Long look for lords that never fhall return, 


GLENALVON. 


Oft has th’ unconquer’d Caledonian {word 
Widow’d the north. The children of the flain 
Come, as I hope, to meet their father’s fate. 
The monfter war, with her infernal brood, 
Loud yelling fury, and life-ending pain, 

Are objects fuited to GLENALvon’s foul. 
Scorn is more grievous than the pains of death: 


Reproach more piercing than the poimted fword. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


I fcom thee not, but when I ought to fcorn ; 
Nor e’er reproach, but when infulted virtue 
Againft audacious vice aflerts herfelf. 
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I own thy worth, GLENALVoN; none more apt 
Than I to praife thine eminence in arms, 
And be the echo of thy martial fame. 

No longer vainly feed a guilty paffion ; 

Go and purfue a lawful miftrefs, Glory: 

Upon the Danish crefts redeem thy fault, 

And let thy valour be the fhield of Ranporru, 


GLENALVON. 


One inftant ftay, and hear an alter’d man, 
When beauty pleads for virtue, vice abafh’d 
Flies its own colours, and goes’ o’er to virtue. 

I am your convert ; time will fhew how truly: 
Yet one immediate proof I mean to give. 

That youth, for whom your ardent zeal to-day 
Somewhat too haughtily defy’d your flave, 
Amidft the fhock of armies T’ll defend, 

And turn death from him with a guardian arm, 
‘ Sedate by ufe, my bofom maddens not 

* At the tumultuous uproar of the field.’ 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Ac thus, GLENALVoN, and I am thy friend: 
But that’s thy leaft reward. Believe me, Sir, 
K The 
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The truly generous is the truly wile ; 
And he who loves not others, lives unbleft. 
[Exit Lapy RANDOLPH. 


GLENALVON /olus. 


Amen! and virtue is its own reward !—. 
I think that I have hit the very tone 
In which fhe loves to fpeak. Honey’d affent, 
How pleafant art thou to the tafte of man, 
And woman alfo! flattery direét 
Rarely difgufts. They little know mankind 
Who doubt its operation: ’tis my key, 
And opes the wicket of the human heart. 
How far I have fucceeded now, I know not; 
Yet J incline to think her ftormy virtue 
Ts lull’d awhile. ’Tis her alone I fear : 
Whilft fhe and Ranporen live, and live in faith 
And amity, uncertain is my tenure. 
‘ Fate o’er my head fufpends difgrace and death, 
‘ By that weak hair, a peevith female’s will. 
‘ Tam not idle; but the ebbs and flows 
‘ Of fortune’s tide cannot be calculated,’ 
That flave of Norvar’s I have found moft apt : 
I fhew’d him gold, and he has pawn’d his foul 
To fay and fwear whatever I fugegeft. 

. Norval, 
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Norvat, I’m told, has that alluring look, 

’T wixt man and woman, which I have obferv’d 
To charm the nicer and fantaftic dames, 

Who are, like Lady Ranpotpn, full of virtue. 
In raifing Ranpotpn’s jealoufy, I may 

But point him to the truth. He feldom errs, 
Who thinks the worft he can of womankind. 


Exit: 
End of the Tuirp Act. 


Kee Aneel, 
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SCENE, A Court, &c. as before— 
Llourifh of Trumpets. 


finter LORD RANDOLPH attended: 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


UMMON a hundred horfe, by break of day, 


To wait our pleafure at the caftle-gate. 


Enter LADY RANDOLPH. 
LADY RANDOLPH. 


Alas! my Lord! [ve heard unwelcome news : 
The Danes are landed. 


LORD 
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LORD RANDOLPH. 


Ay, no inroad this 
Of the Northumbrian, bent to take a fpoil: 
No fportive war, no tournament eflay 
Of fome young knight refolv’d to break a fpear, 
And ftain with hoftile blood his maiden arms. 
The Danes are landed: we muft beat them back, 
Or live the flaves of Denmark: 


LADY RANDOLPH. 
Dreadful times ! 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


The fencelefs villages are all forfaken = 
The trembling mothers, and their children lodg’d 
Tn wall-girt towers and caftles ; whilft the men 
Retire indignant. Yet, like broken waves, 
‘They but retire more awful to return. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Immenfe, as fame reports, the Danith hoft ! 


LORD 
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LORD RANDOLPH. 


Were it as numerous as loud fame repoits, 
An army knit like ours would pierce it thro’: 
Brothers, that fhrink not from each otheyr’s fide, 
And fond companions, fill our warlike files : 
For his dear offspring, and the wife he loves, 
The hufband and the fearlefs father arm. 
in vulgar breafts heroic ardour burns, 


And the poor peafant mates his daring lord. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Men’s minds are temper’d, like their fwords, for 
war ; 
¢ Lovers of danger, on deftruction’s brink 
‘ They joy to rear erect their daring forms. 
* Hence, early graves; hence, the lone widow’s 
life ; 
_* And the fad mother’s grief-embitter’d age.’ 
Where is our gallant gueft? 


LORD RANDOLPH. _ 


Down in the vale 
Tleft him, managing a fiery fteed, 
Whofe 
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Whofe ftubbornnefs had foil’d the ftrength and 
fkill 

Of every rider. But behold he comes, 

In earneft converfation with GLENALVON. 


Enter NORVAL and GLENALVON. 


G.Lenatvon! with the lark arife; go forth, 

And lead my troops that le in yonder vale; 
Private I travel to the royal camp: 

Norval, thou goeft with me. But fay, young man! 
Where didft thou learn fo to difcourfe of war, 
And in fuch terms, as I o’erheard to-day ? 

War is no village fcience, nor its phrafe 

A language taught amongft the fhepherd {wains, 


NORVAL. 


Small is the fkill my Lord delights to praife 
In him he favours.—Hear from whence it came. 
Beneath a mountain’s brow, the moft remote 
And inacceffible by fhepherds trod, 

In a deep cave, dug by no mortal hand, 
- A hermit liv’d; a melancholy man, 
Who was the wonder of our wand’ring f{wains : 


Auftere 
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Auftere and lonely, cruel to himéfelf, 
Did they report him; the cold earth his bed, 
Water his drink, his food the fhepherd’s alms. 
I went to fee him, and my heart was touch’d 
With rev’rence and with pity. Mild he fpake, — 
And, entering on difcourfe, fuch ftories told 
As made me oft revifit his fad cell; 
For he had been a foldier in his youth, 
_ And fought in famous battles, when the Peers 
Of Europe, by the bold Goprrepo led, 
Againi{t th’ ufurping Infidel difplay’d 
The bleffed crofs, and won the Holy Land. 
Pleas’d with my admiration, and the fire 
His fpeech ftruck from me, the old man would. 
fhake 

His years away, and act his young encounters : 
Then, having fhew’d his wounds, he’d fit him down, 
And all the live long day difcourfe of war. ro 
To help my fancy, in the {mooth green turf 
He cut the figures of the marfhall’d hofts ; 
Defcrib’d the motions, and explain’d the ufe 
Of the deep column, and the lengthen’d ne, © 
- The fquare, the crefcent, and the phalanx firm. 
For all that Saracen or Chriftian knew 
Of war’s vaft art, was to this hermit known. 

\ LORD 
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LORD RANDOLPH. 


Why did this foldier in a defart hide 
Thofe qualities that fhould have grac’d a camp? 


NORVAL. 


That too at laft I learn’d. Unhappy man ! 
Returning homewards by Meflina’s port, 
Loaded with wealth and honours bravely won, 
A rude and boifVrous captain of the fea 
Faften’d a quarrel on him. Fierce they fought : 
The ftranger fell, and with his dying breath 
Declar’d his name and lineage. Mighty pow’r! 
The foldier cried, my brother! Oh my brother ! 


LADY RANDOLPH. 
His brother ! 


" NORVAL. 


Yes; of the fame parents born ; 
His only brother. They exchang’d forgivenefs : 
And happy, in my mind, was he that died ; 
For many deaths has the furvivor fuffer’d. 
L In 
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In the wild defart on a rock he fits, » 

Or on fome namelefs ftream’s untrodden banks, 
And ruminates all day his dreadful fate. 

At times, alas! not in his perfect mind, 

Holds dialogues with his low’d brother’s ghott ; 
And oft each night forfakes his fullen couch, 
To make fad orifons for him he flew. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


To what myfterious woes are mortals born! 
In this dire tragedy, were there no more 
Unhappy perfons? Did the parents live? 


NORVAL. 


No; they were dead : kind heav’n had clos’d 
their eyes 
Before their fon had fhed his brother’s blood. 


LORD.RANDOLPH. 


Hard is his fate ; for he was not to blame! 
There is a deftiny in this ftrange world, 
Which oft decrees an undeferved doom : 

Let 
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Let fchoolmen tell us why.—From whence thefe 
founds ? [Trumpets at a diftance. 


Finter an OFFICER. 


OFFICER. 


My Lord, the trumpets of the troops of Lorn: 
The valiant leader hails the noble Ranporru. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Mine antient gueft! does he the warriors lead ? 
Has Denmark rous’d the brave old Knight to 


arms? 


OFFICER. 


No ; worn with warfare, he refigns the fword. 
His eldeft hope, the valiant Joun of Lorn, 
Now leads his kindred bands. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


| GLENALVON, go, 
With hofpitality’s moft ftrong requeft 
Entreat the chief. [ Exit GLENALVON, 
1 BA OFFICER. 
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OFFICER. 


My Lord, requefts are vain. 
He urges on, impatient of delay, 
Stung with the tidings of the foe’s approach. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


May victory fit on the warrior’s plume ! 
Braveft of men! his flocks and herds are fafe ; 
Remote from war’s alarms his paftures lie, 
By mountains macceflible fecur’d : 

Yet foremoft he into the plain defcends, 
Eager to bleed in battles not his own. 
Such were the heroes of the antient world : 
Contemners they of indolence and gain ; 
But fill, for love of glory and of arms, 
Prone to encounter peril, and to lift 
Againft each ftrong antagonift the fpear. 
V'll go and prefs the hero to my breaft. 


[Exit RANDOLPH. 


Manené 
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Manent LADY RANDOLPH and 


NORVAL. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


The foldier’s loftinefs, the pride and pomp 
Invefting awful war, Norvat, I fee, 
Tranfport thy youthful mind. 


NORVAL. 


Ah! fhould they not? 
Bleft be the hour I left my father’s houfe ! 
I might have been a fhepherd all my days, 
And ftole obfcurely to a peafant’s grave. 
Now, if I live, with mighty chiefs I ftand ; 
And, if I fall, with noble duft I lie. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


There is a gen’rous fpirit in thy breaft, 


7 


That could have well fuftain’d a prouder fortune. 


This way with me; under yon fpreading beech, 


Unfeen, unheard, by human eye or ear, 


T will amaze thee with a wondrous tale. 


NORVAL. 
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NORVAL. 


Let there be danger, Lady, with the fecret, 
That I may hug it to my grateful heart, 
And prove my faith. Command my fword, my 
life ; 
Thefe are the fole pofleffions of poor Norvat. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Know’ft thou thefe gems ? 


NORVAL. 


Durft I believe mine eyes, 
I'd fay I knew them, and they were my father’s. 


‘LADY RANDOLPH. 


Thy father’s, fay’ft thou? Ah! they were 2 
father’s ! | 


NORVAL. 


I faw them once, and curioufly enquir’d 
Of both my parents, whence fuch {plendour came ; 
But I was check’d, and more could never learn. 


LADY 


Aa DOUGLAS. 19 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Then learn of me, thou art not Norvav’s fon. 


NORVAL. 


Not Norvav’s fon ! 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Nor of a fhepherd fprung. 


NORVAL. 


Lady, who am I then? 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Noble thou art ; 
For noble was thy Sire! 


NORVAL. 


IT will believe— 
O, tell me farther! Say who was my father ? 


LADY 
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LADY RANDOLPH. 


Douctas ! 


NORVAL. 


Lord Dovcxas, whom to-day I faw? 


LADY RANDOLPH. 
His younger brother. 
NORVAL. 
And in yonder camp— 
LADY RANDOLPH. 
Alas! 
NORVAL. 


You make me tremble—Sighs and tears !_— 
Lives my brave father ! 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Ah! too brave indeed ! 
He 
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He fell in battle ere thyfelf was born. 


NORVAL. 


Ahme, unhappy! ere I faw the light ? 
But does my mother live ? I may conclude, 
Erom my own fate, her portion has been forrow. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


She lives; but waftes her life in conftant woe, 
Weeping her hufband flain, her infant loft. 


NORVAL. 


You that are fkill’d fo well in the fad {tory 
Of my unhappy parents, and with tears 
Bewail their deftiny, now have compattfion 
Upon the offspring of the friends you lov’d. 
O! tell me who, and where my mother is! 
Opprefs’d by a bafe world, perhaps fhe bends 
Beneath the weight of other uls than grief ; 
And, defolate, implores of heav’n the aid 
Her fon fhould give. It is, it muft be fo— 
Your countenance confefles that fhe’s wretched. 
O! tell me her condition ! Can the fword— 


Who fhall refift me in a parent’s caufe ? 
Mo LADY 
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LADY RANDOLPH. 


Thy virtue ends her woes.—My fon! my fon! 
Iam thy mother, and the wife of Doucuas ! 
[Falls upon his neck. 


NORVAL. 


O heav’n and earth, how wondrous is my fate ! 
Art thou my mother? Ever let me kneel! 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Image of Doucras! Fruit of fatal love ! 
All that I owe thy Sire, I pay to thee. 


NORVAL. 


Refpect and admiration full poflefs me, 
Checking the love and fondnefs of a fon : 
Yet I was filial to my humble parents. 
But did my Sire furpais the reft of men, 
As thou excelleft all of womankind ? 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Arife, my fon! In me thou doft behold 
The 
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The poor remains of beauty once admir’d : 
The autumn of my days is come already ; 
For forrow made my fummer hafte away. 
Yet in my prime I equall’d not thy father : 
His eyes were like the eagle’s, yet fometimes 
Liker the dove’s; and, as he pleas’d, he won 
All hearts with foftnefs, or with {pirit aw’d. 


NORVAL. 


How did he fall? Sure ’twas a-bloody field 
When Douctas died. O! I have much to atk. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Hereafter thou fhalt hear the lengthen’d tale 
Of all thy father’s and thy mother’s woes. , 
At prefent this: thou art the rightful heir 
Of yonder caftle, and the wide domains 
Which now Lord Ranporru, as my hufband, 

holds. Ff 
But thou fhalt not be wrong’d; Ihave the power 
To right thee fill: before the King PH kneel, 
And call Lord Dovctas to protect his blood. 


M 2 NORVAL. 
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NORV AL. 
The blood of Dovexas will protect itfelf- 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


But we fhall need both friends and favour, boy., 
To wreft the lands and lordthip from the gripe 
Of Ranpoten and his kindfman. Yet I think 
My tale will move each gentle heart to pity ; 

My life incline the virtuous to believe. _ 


NORVAL. 


To be the fon of Dovucuas is to me 
Inheritance enough. Declare my birth, 
And in the field I’ll feek for fame and fortune. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Thou doft not know what perils and injuftice 
Await the poor man’s valour. O, my fon! 
The nobleft blood of all the land’s abath’d, 
Having no, lacquey but pale poverty. | 
Too long haft thou been thus attended, Doucras t 
Too long haft thou been deem’d a peafant’s child. 
The 
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The wanton heir of fome inglorious chief 
Perhaps has fcorn’d thee, in the youthful {ports, 
Whillt thy indignant fpirit fwell’d in vain! 
Such contumely thou no more fhalt bear : 

But how I purpofe to redrefs thy wrongs 

Mutt be hereafter told. Prudence direéts 

That we fhould part before yon chiefs return. 
Retire, and from thy ruftic follower’s hand 
Receive a billet, which thy mother’s care, 
Anxious to fee thee, dictated before 

This cafual opportunity arofe 

Of private conference. Its purport mark ; 

For, as I there appoint, we meet again. 
Leave,me, my fon! and frame thy manners fill 
To Norvav’s, not to noble Douctas’ ftate. 


NORVAL. 


I will remember. , Where is Norvat now? 
That good old.man. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 
At hand conceal’d he lies, 


An ufeful witnefs. But beware, my fon, 
Of yon GLENALVON ; in his guilty breaft 
| Refides 
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Refides a villain’s fhrewdnefs, ever prone 
To falfe conjeQure. He hath griev’d my heart. 


NORVAL.. 


Bas he, indeed ? 
NALVON 


Then let yon falfe Gue- 


Beware of me. [Exit Doucuas, 


Manet LADY RANDOLPH. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


There burft the fmother’d flame ! 
O! thou all righteous and eternal King! 
Who Father of the fatherlefs art call’d, 
Protea my fon!—Thy infpiration, Lord! 

Hath fill’d his bofom with that facred fire, 
Which in the breaft of his forefathers burn’d : 
“Set him on high, like them, that he may fhine 

The flar and glory of his native land! 

Then let the minifter of death defcend, 

And bear my willing fpirit to its place. 

Yonder they come.—How do bad women find 
- Unchanging: afpetts to conceal their guilt ? 
When 
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When I, by reafon and by juftice urg’d, 
Full hardly can diflemble with thefe men 
In nature’s pious caufe ? 


Enter LORD RANDOLPH and 
GLENALVON. . 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Yon gallant chief, 
Of arms enamour’d, all repofe difclaims. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Be not, my Lord, by his example fway’d ; 
Arrange the bufinefs of to-morrow now, 
And, when you enter, fpeak of war no more. 


[Exit Lady Ranpoipu. 


Manent LORD RANDOLPH and 
GLENALVON. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


’Tis fo, by heav’n! her mien, her voice, her eye, 
And 
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And her impatience to be gone, confirm it. 


GLENALVON. 


He parted from her now: behind the mount, 
Amongft the trees, I faw him glide along. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


For fad fequefter’d virtue fhe’s renown’d.—= 


GLENALVON. 
Moft true, my Lord.— 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Yet, this diftinguifh’d Damé 
Invites a youth, th’ acquaintance of a day, 
Alone to meet her at the midnight hour. 
This affignation, [ /bews a letter.] the affaffin freed, 
Her manifeft affection for the youth, 
Micht breed fufpicion in a hufband’s brain, 
Whole gentle confort all for love had wedded ; 
Much more in mine. Maritpa never low’d mé; 
Let no man, after me, a woman wed, 


Whofe heart he knows he has not ; tho’ fhe brings 
A 
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A mine of gold, a kingdom for her dowry. 
For let her feem, like the night’s fhadowy queen, 
he cannot truft her : 


Cold and contemplative 
She may, fhe will, bring fhame and forrow on him; 
The worft of forrows, and the worft of fhames ! 


GLENALVON. 


Yield not, my Lord, to fuch affli@ing thoughts; 
But let the f{pirit of a hufband {fleep, 
Till your own fenfes make a fure conclufion. 
This billet muft to blooming Norvat go: 
Ag the next turn awaits my trufty fpy ; 
Yl give it him refitted for his matter. 
In the clofe thicket take your fecret ftand ; 
The moon fhines bright, and your own eyes may” 
judge 
Of their behaviour. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Thou doft counfel well; 


GLENALVON. 


Permit me now to make one flight eflay. 
Of all the trophies which vain mortals boatft, 
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By wit, by valour, or by wifdom won, 

The firlt and faireft, im a young man’s eye, 
Js woman’s captive heart. Succefsful love 
With glorious fumes intoxicates the mind ! 
And the proud conqueror in triumph moves, 
Air-bome, exalted above vulgar men. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 
And what avails this maxim ? 


GLENALVON. 


Mach, my Lord! 
Withdraw a little: TW accoft young Norvat, 
And with ironical derifive counfel 
Explore his fpirit. If he is no more 
Than humble Norva, by thy favour rais’d, 
Brave as he is, he'll dhrink afionifh’d from me: 
But if he be the fav’rite of the fair, 
Lov’d by the firft of Caledonia’s darnes, 
He'll turn upon me, as the lion turns 
Upon the hunter’s fpear. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


*Tis threwdly thought. 
GLENALVON. 


AG IPF. DOUGLAS, of 


GLENALVON. 
When we grow loud, draw near. But let my 


Lord 
His riffing wrath reftram.. [Exe RANDOLPH. 


Mazet GLENALVON. 


“Vis firange, by heav’n! 
That fhe fhould ran full tilt ber fond career, 
To one fe littl known. She too that feem’d 
Pure as the winter fiream, when ice ernbofsd 
Whitens its courfe. Even I did think her chafte, 
Whofe charity exceeds not. Prectous ex! 
Whiofe deeds lafcivicus pafs Guenatvon’s thoughts! 


Finter NORVAL. 


His port I love; he’s in a proper mood 
To chide the thunder, if at him it roar’d. [Afide. 
Has Norvac feen the troops ? 


NORV AL. 


The fettng fon. 
With yellow radiance ighten’d all the wale ; 
N 2 And 
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And as the warriors mov’d, each polifh’d helm, 
Corflet, or fpear, glanc’d back his gilded beams. 
The hill they climb’d, and halting at its top, 
Of more than mortal fize, tow’ring, they feem’d 
A hoft angelic, clad in burning arms. 


GLENALVON. 


Thou talk’ft it well; no leader of our hoft 
In founds more lofty fpeaks of glorious war. 


NORVAL. 


If I fhall e’er acquire a leader’s name, 
My fpeech will be lefs ardent. Novelty 
Now prompts my tongue, and youthful admiration 
Vents itfelf freely ; fice no part is mine 
Of praife pertaining to the great in arms. 


GLENALVON. 


You wrong yourfelf, brave Sir; your martial 
deeds 
fave rank’d you with the great: But mark me, 
NORVAL 3 
Lord Ranpotrn’s favour now exalts your youth 
Above his veterans of famous fervice: 


Let 
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Let me, who know thefe foldiers, counfel you: 
Give them all honour ; feem not to command 3; 
Elfe they will fcarcely brook your late-{prung 
power, : 
Which nor alliance props, nor birth adorns, 


NORVAL. 


Sir, I have been accuftom’d all my days 
To hear and fpeak the plain and fimple truth: 
And tho’ I have been told that there are men 
Who borrow friendfhip’s tongue to fpeak their 

{corn, | 

Yet in fuch language I am little fkill’d. 
Therefore I thank GLenatvon for his counfel, 
Altho’ it founded harfhly. Why remind 
Me of my birth obfcure? Why flur my power 
With fuch contemptuous terms ? 


GLENALVON. 


I did not mean 
To gall your pride, which now I fee is great. 
NORVAL. 


My pride! 
te GLENALVON. 
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GLENALVON. 


Supprefs it as. you with to profper:: 
Your pride’s exceffive. Yet, for Ranpotpn’s fake, 
_ Ewill not leave you to its rafh direction : 
ff thus you fwell, and frown at high-born men, 
Wull high-born men. endure a fhepherd’s {corn 


NORVAL.. 
A. thepherd’s {corn ! 


GLENALVON. 


Yes, if you prefure: 
‘Fo bend, on foldiers thefe difdainful eyes, 
As if you took the meafure of their minds,. 
And. faid in fecret, you’re no match for me = 
‘What will become of you | 


NORVAL. 


If this were told !—[ Afde. 
Haft thou no fears. for thy prefumptuous felf ? 


GLENALVON. 
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GLENALVON, 
Ha! Doft thou threaten me? 


NORVAL. 
Didft thou not hear? 


GLENALVON. 


Unwillingly I did; a nobler foe 
‘Had not been queftion’d thus. But fuch as thee— 


NORVAL. 
Whom doit et think me? 


GLENALVON. 


Norvats 


NORVAL. 


So Il am— 


And who is NorvaL in GLENALVON’s eyes ? 


GLENALVON. 
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GLENALVON. 


A peafant’s fon, a wand’ring beggar-boy ; 
At beft no more, even if he {peaks the truth. 


NORVAL. 
Falfe as thou art, doft thou fufpect my truth? 


GLENALVON. 
Thy truth! Thov’rt alla lie; and falfe as hell 
Js the vain-glorious tale thou told’ft to RANDOLPH: 


NORVAL. 


If I were chain’d, unarm’d, and bed-rid old, 
Perhaps I fhould revile: But as I am, 
¥ have no tongue to rail. The humble Norvat 
Ts of a race who {ftrive not but with deeds. 
Did I not fear to freeze thy fhallow valour, 
And make thee fink too foon beneath my fword,. 
I'd tell thee—what thou art. J know thee well. 


GLENALVON. 


Doftthounotknow GLENALVoN, borntocommand 
Ten 
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Ten thowfand flaves like thee !— 


NORVAL. 


Villain, no more: 
Draw and defend thy life. I did defign 
To have defy’d thee in another caufe : 
But heav’n accelerates its vengeance on thee. 


Now for my own and Lady Ranpotrn’s wrongs. 


Enter LORD RANDOLPH. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Hold, I.command you both. The man that ftirs 
Makes me his foe. 


NORVAL. 


Another voice than thine 


That threat had vainly founded, noble Ranporrs. 


GLENALVON. 
Hear him, my Lord; he’s wond’rous condeicend- 


ing! 
O Mark 
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Mark the humility of fhepherd Norvat ! 


NORVAL. 


Now you may fcoff in fafety. [Sheaths bis fword. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Speak not thus, 
Taunting each other; but unfold to me 
The caufe of quarrel, then I judge betwixt you. 


NORVAL. 


Nay, my good Lord, tho’ I revere you much, 
My caufe I plead not, nor demand your judgment. 
I bluth to fpeak ; I will not, cannot fpeak 
Tl’ opprobrious words that I from him have borne. 
To the liege-lord of my dear native land 
T owe a fubje@’s homage; but even him 
And his high arbitration I'd reject. | 
Within my bofom reigns another lord; 

Honour, fole judge and umpire of itfelf. 

If my free fpeech offend you, noble Ranporrn, 

_ Revoke your favours, and let Norvat go 

Hence as he came, alone, but not difhonour’d. 
LORD 
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LORD RANDOLPH. 


Thus far Pll mediate with impartial voice : 
The antient foe of Caledonia’s land 
Now waves his banners o’er her frighted fields. 
Sufpend your purpofe, till your country’s arms 
Repel the bold invader : then decide 
The private quarrel. 


GLENALVON. 


T agree to this. 


NORVAL. 
And I, 


Enter SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 


The banquet waits. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


We come. 
[Exit with fervant. 
O 2 GLENALVON. 
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GLENALVON. 


Norvat, 
Let not our variance mar the focial hour, 
Nor wrong the hofpitality of RANDOLPH. 
Nor frowning anger, nor yet wrinkl’d hate, 
Shall ftain my countenance. Smooth thou thy 
| brow ; 


Nor let our ftrife difturb the gentle Dame. 


NORVAL. 


Think not fo lightly, Sir, of my refentment : 
When we contend again, our ftrife is mortal. 


End of the Fourtsa Act. 


AGF 
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Ar Carly Gv, 


SCE N £, The Wood. 


Linter DOUGLAS, 


DOUGLAS. 


rE HIS is the place, the centre of the grove ; 
Here ftands the oak, the monarch of the 
wood. 

How {weet and folemn is this mid-night fcene? 
The filver moan, unclouded, holds her way 
Thro’ {kies where I could count each little ftar. 
The fanning weft wind fcarcely ftirs the leaves ; 
The river, rufhing o’er its pebbled bed, 
Impofes filence with a ftilly found. 
In fuch a place as this, at fuch an hour, 
If anceftry can be in ought believ’d, 
Defcending fpirits have convers’d with man, 
And told the fecrets of the world unknown. 

| Enter 
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finter OLD NORVAL. 


OLD NORVAL. 


"Tis he. But what if he fhould chide me 
hence ? : 
His juft reproach I fear. 
[Douctas turns and fees him. 
Forgive, Forgive, 
Canft thou forgive the man, the felfifh man, 
Who bred Sir Matcorm’s heir a fhepherd’s fon? 


DOUGLAS. 


Kneel not to me: thou art my father ftill : 
Thy wifh’d-for prefence now completes my joy. 
Welcome to me, my fortunes thou fhalt fhare, 
And ever honour’d with thy Dovctas live. 


OLD NORVAL. 


And doft thou call me father? O my fon! 
J think that I could die to make amends 
For the great wrong I did thee. "T'was my crime 
Which in the wildernefs fo long conceal’d 
The bloflom of thy youth. 
DOUGLAS, 
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DOUGLAS. 


Not worfe the fruit, 
That in the wildernefs the bloffom blow’d. 
Amongft the fhepherds, in the humble cote, 
I learn’d fome leffons, which I'll not forget 
When I inhabit yonder lofty towers. 
i, who was once a fwain, will ever prove - 
The poor man’s friend; and, when my vaflals bow, 
Norvat fhall f{mooth the crefted pride of Doucuas. 


OLD NORVAL. 


Let me but live to fee thine exaltation ! 
Yet grievous are my fears. O leave this place, 
And thofe unfriendly towers. 


DOUGLAS. 
Why fhould I leave them ? 


OLD NORVAL. 


Lord Ranpotru and his kinfman feek your life. 


DOUGLAS. 


How know’ft thou that ? 
OLD 
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OLD NORVAL: 


T will inform you how. 
When evening came, [ left the fecret place 
Appointed for me by your mother’s care, 
And fondly trod in each accuftom’d path 
That tothe caftle leads. ‘Whilft thus I rang’d, 
T was alarm’d with unexpected founds 
Of earneft voices. On the perfons came ; 
Unfeen I lurk’d, and overheard them name 
Each other as they talk’d, Lord Ranpotrx this, 
And that Grenatvon: {till of you they fpoke, 
And of the Lady: threat’ning was their fpeech, 
Tho’ but imperfectly my ear could hear it. 
"Twas ftrange, they faid, a wonderful difcov’ry 3 


And ever and anon they vow’d revenge. 


DOUGLAS. 


Revenge! for what ? 


OLD NORVAL. 
For being what you are, 


sur Matcotm’s heir: how elfe have you offended ? 


When they were gone, I hied me to my cottage, 
And 
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And there fat mufing how I beft might find 
Means to inform you of their wicked purpofe. 
But I could think of none : at laft, perplex’d, 

I iffued forth, encompafling the tower 

With many a weary ftep and wifhful look. 
Now Providence hath brought you to my fight, 
Let not your too courageous fpirit fcorn 

The caution which I give. 


DOUGLAS. 


I fcorn it not. 
My mother warn’d me of GLenatvon’s bafenefs : 
But I will not fufpe& the noble Ranporpn. 
In our encounter with the vile aflaflins, 


IT mark’d his brave demeanour: him I’l] truft. 4 


OLD NORVAL. 


I fear you, will, too far. 


DOUGLAS, 


Here in this place 
{ wait my mother’s coming: fhe fhall know 
What thou haft told: her counfel I will follow: 
P And 
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And cautious ever are a mother’s counfels, 
You muft depart ; your prefence may prevent 
Our interview. | 


OLD NORVAL. 


My bleffing reft upon thee! 
O may heav’n’s hand, which fav’d thee from the 
wave, 
And from the fword of foes, be near thee full ; 
Turning mifchance, if ought hangs o’er thy head, 


All upon mine! [ Exit Otp Norvat. 


DOUGLAS. 


He loves me like a parent ; 
And muift not, fhall not lofe the fon he loves, 
Altho’ his fon has found a nobler father. 
Eventful day! how haft thou chang’d my ftate !. 
Once on the cold and winter-fhaded fide 
Of a bleak hill mifchance had rooted me, 
Never to thrive, child of another foil : 
Tranfplanted now to the gay funny vale, 
Like the green thorn of May my fortune flowers. 
Ye glorious ftars! high heav’n’s refplendent hott! 


Yo whom I oft have of my lot complain’d, - 
Hear 
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Hear and record my foul’s unalter’d with! 
Dead or alive, let me but be renown’d ! 

May heav’n infpire fome fierce gigantic Dane, 
To give a bold defiance to our hoft ! 

Before he {peaks it out I will accept ; 

Like Doucias conquer, or like Doucuas die. 


Enter LADY RANDOLPH. 


LADY RANDOLPH... 


My fon! I heard a voice— 


DOUGLAS. 


—The voice was mine. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Didft thou complain aloud to nature’s ear, 
That thus in dufky fhades, at midnight-hours, 
By ftealth the mother and the fon fhould meet ? 


[ Embracing him. 


DOUGLAS. 


No; on this happy day, this better birth-day, 
P2 My » 
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My thoughts and words are all of hope and joy. ; 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Sad fear and melancholy ftill divide 
The empire of my breaft with hope and joy. 
Now hear what I advife. 


DOUGLAS. 


Firft, let me tell 
What may the tenor of your counfel change. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


My heart forebodes fome evil !. 


DOUGLAS. 


"Tis not good.— 
At eve, unfeen by Ranpotpu and GLENALvon, 
The good old Norvat in the grove o'erheard 
Their converfation: oft they mention’d me 
With dreadful threat’nings; you they fometimes 
“nam’d. 
"T'was ftrange, they faid, a wonderful difcovery ; 


And ever and anon they vow’d revenge. 
LADY 
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LADY RANDOLPH. 


Defend us, gracious God! we are betray’d: 
They have found out the fecret of thy birth ; 
It muft be fo, That is the great difcovery. 
Sir Matcotm’s heir is come to claim his own; ° 
And they will be reveng’d. Perhaps even now, 
Arm’d and prepar’d for murder, they but wait 
A darker and more filent hour, to break 
Into the chamber where they think thou fleep’ft. 
This moment, this, heav’n hath ordain’d to fave 

thee ! 

Fly to the camp, my fon! 


DOUGLAS, 


And leave you here ? 
No: to the cattle let us go together, 
Call up the antient fervants of your houfe, 
Who in their youth did eat your father’s bread ; 
Then tell them loudly that I am your fon. 
If in the breafts of men one fpark remains 
Of facred love, fidelity, or pity, 
Some in your caufe will arm. I afk but few 
To drive thofe fpoilers from my father’s houfe. 
LADY 
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LADY RANDOLPH. 


O Nature, Nature ! what can check thy force ? 
Thou genuine offspring of the daring Doucias! 
But rufh not on deftruction: fave thyfelf, 

And Iam fafe. To me they mean no harm. | 
Thy ftay but rifks thy precious life in vain. 
That winding path conducts thee to the river. 
Crofs where thou feeft a broad and beaten way, 
Which running eaftward leads thee to the camp. 
Inftant demand admittance to Lord Douctas. 
Shew him thefe jewels which his brother wore. 
Thy look, thy voice, will make him feel the 
truth, 3 
Which I by certain proof will foon confirm. 


DOUGLAS. 


I yield me, and obey : but yet my heart 
Bleeds at this parting. Something bids me ftay 
And guard a mother’s life. Oft have Tread — 
Of wond’rous deeds by one bold arm atchiev’d. 
Our foes are two; no more: let me go forth, 
And fee if any fhield can guard GLENaLvon. 

LADY 
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LADY RANDOLPH. 


If thou regard’ft thy mother, or rever’ft 
Thy father’s mem’ry, think of this no more. 
One thing I have to fay before we part ; 
Long wert thou loft; and thou art found, my 
child, 3 
In a moft fearful feafon. War and battle 
_Thave great caufe to dread. Too well I fee 
Which way the current of thy temper {ets : 
To-day I’ve found thee. Oh! my long loft hope! 
If thou to giddy valour giv*ft the rein, 
To-morrow I may lofe my fon for ever. 
The love of thee, before thou faw’ft the light, 
Suftain’d my life when thy brave father fell. 
If thou fhalt fall, I have nor love nor hope 


In this wafte world! my fon, remember me! 


DOUGLAS. 


| What fhall I fay? how canI give you comfort? 
The God of battles of my life difpofe 
As may be beft for you! for whofe dear fake 
I will not bear myfelf as I refolv’d. 
But yet confider, as no vulgar name 
That which I boaft founds amongft martial men, 
| ‘How 
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How will inglorious caution fuit my claim ? 
The poft of fate unfhrinking I maintain : 

My country’s foes muft witnefs who I am. 

On the invaders heads V’ll prove my birth, 

’Till friends and foes confefs the genuine ftrain. 
Tf in this ftrife I fall, blame not your fon, 
Who, if he lives not honour’d, muft not live. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


I will not utter what my bofom feels. 
Too well I love that valour which I warn. 
Farewell, my fon! my counfels are but vain ; 
[ Embracing: 
And as high heav’n hath will’d it all muft be. 
[They are about to feparate. 
Gaze not on me, thou wilt miftake the path; 
Pll point it out again. 
[Fut as they are feparating, enter from the 
Wood Lord RanpoLeH and GLENALVON. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Not in her prefence. 
[Exeunt, at diferent fides, Doucias and 
Lady Ranpotru. 


Now— 
GLENALVON. 
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GLENALVON. 


Y’m prepar’d. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


No: I command thee ftay. 
I go alone: it never fhall be faid 
That I took odds to combat mortal man. 
The nobleft vengeance is the moft complete. 
[ Exat Lord RANDOLPH. 
[GLENALVON makes fome fleps to the fame fide 
of the flage, liftens and /peaks. 


GLENALVON. 


Demons of death, come, fettle on my {word, 
And to a double flaughter guide it home! 
The lover and the hufband both mutt die. 
[Lord Ranporrn behind the fcenes. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Draw, villain! draw. 


QO DOUGLAS. 
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DOUGLAS. 


Affail me not, Lord RANDOLPH ; 
Not, as thou lov’ft thyfelf.  [Cla/bing of fwords. 


GLENALVON. 


Now is the time. 


[ Running out. 


Enter LADY RANDOLPH at the oppo- 
fie fide of the fage, faint and breathlefs. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Lord RaNbDOoLpuH, hear me; all fhall be thine own: 
But fpare! Oh fpare my fon! 


Enter DOUGLAS, with a fword in each 
hand. 


DOUGLAS. 


My mother’s voice ! 
Tcan protect thee ftill. 
: LADY 
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LADY RANDOLPH. 


He lives, he lives: 
For this, for this to heav’n eternal praife ! 
But fure I faw thee fall. 


DOUGLAS. 


It was GLENALVON. 
Juft as my arm had mafter’d Ranpotpu’s {fword, 


The villain came behind me; but I flew him. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Behind thee! Ah; thou’rt wounded! O my 
child, 
How pale thou look’ft! And fhall I lofe thee now? 


DOUGLAS. 


Do not defpair: I feel a little faintnefs , 
I hope it will not laft. [Leans upon his fword. 


® 


LADY. RANDOLPH. 
There is no hope! 


And we muft part! the hand of death is on thee! 
Q 2 O 
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O my beloved child! O Dovexas, Douctas! 
- [Dovctas growing more and more faint. 


DOUGLAS. 


Too foon we part; I have not long been Douc3as. 
O deftiny! hardly thou deal’{t with me: 
Clouded and hid, a ftranger to myfelf, 
In low and poor obfcurity I liv’d. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Has heav’n preferv’d thee for an end like this? 


DOUGLAS. 


O had I fallen as my brave fathers fell, 
Turning with effort great the tide of battle! 
Like them I fhould have fmil’d and welcom’d death, 
But thus to perifh by a villain’s hand! 
Cut off from nature’s and from glory’s courfe, 
Which never mortal was fo fond to run. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Hear, juftice! hear! {tretch thine avenging arm. 
| Dovcras falls. 
DOUGLAS, 
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DOUGLAS. 


Unknown I die; no tongue fhall fpeak of me.— 
Some noble {pirits, judging by themfelves, 
May yet conjecture what I might have prov’d, 
And think life only wanting to my fame: 
But who fhall comfort thee ? 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Defpair! defpair ! 


DOUGLAS. 


O had it pleas’d high heav’n to let me live 
A little while !__My eyes that gaze on thee 
Grow dim apace! my mother !—O! my mother! 
[ Dies. 


inter LORD RANDOLPH and 
ANNA. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Thy words, the words of truth, have pierc’d my 
heart. 
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T am the ftain of knighthood and of arms. 
Oh! if my brave deliverer furvives 
The traitor’s {word— 


ANNA. 
Alas! look there, my Lord, 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


The mother and her fon! How curft I am! 
‘Was I the caufe? No: I was not the caufe. 
Yon matchlefs villain did feduce my foul 

To frantic jealoufy. 


ANNA. 
My Lady lives : 
The agony of grief hath but oe cca 
A while her powers. 


“LORD RANDOLPH. 


But my deliverer’s dead! 
‘ The world did once efteem Lord Ranpotrn well ; 
“ Sincere of heart, for fpotlefs honour fam’d: 
* And im my early days, glory I gain’d 
© Beneath 
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‘ Beneath the holy banner of the crofs. 


é 


Now paft the noon of life, fhame comes upon me; 


é 


Reproach, and infamy, and public hate, 
‘ Are near at hand: for all mankind will think 
‘ That Ranpotru bafely ftabb’d Sir Matcozm’s 


‘yheir.” [Lady RanpoLeH recovering. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Where am I now? {till in this wretched world! 
Grief cannot break a heart fo hard as mine. 
‘ My youth was worn in anguifh: but youth’s 

‘ ftrength, 

‘ With hope’s affiftance, bore the brunt of forrow ; 
‘ And train’d me on to be the object, now, 
‘ On which Omnipotence difplays itfelf, 
‘ Making a fpedtacle, a tale of me, 


‘ To awe its vaflal, man.’ 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


O mifery! 
Amidft thy raging grief I muft proclaim 
My imnocence. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Thy innocence! 
LORD 
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‘LORD RANDOLPH: 
My guilt 
Is innocence, compar’d with what thou think’ft it. 


LADY RANDOLPH. 


Of thee I think not: what have I to do 
With thee, or any thing? My fon! my fon! 
My beautiful! my brave! how proud was I 
Of thee, and of thy valour! My fond heart 
O’erflow’d this day with tranfport,-when I thought 
Of growing old amidft a race of thine, 
Who might make up to me their father’s childhood, - 
And bear my brother’s and my hufband’s name : 
Now all my hopes are dead! A little while 
Was Ia wife! a mother not fo long! 
What am I now ?>—I know—But I fhall be 
That only whilft I pleafe; for fuch a fon 
And fuch a hufband drive me to my fate. [Runs out. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Follow her, Anna: I myfelf would follow, 
But in this rage fhe muft abhor my prefence. 
_ [Exit ANNA. 
Enter 
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Drawn by Aailz Stewart, & Engray’d by R. Scott, Bait 


OLD NORV: Yes, my fins did he 


To cruth down to the ground this love plant 


Oh! I 


pundh’d now. 


Act V. 
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| ee OLD NORVAL. 


OLD NORVAL. 


Thear the voice of woe ; heav’n guard my child! 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


Already is the idle gaping crowd, 
The fpiteful vulgar, come to gaze on RANDOLPH. 
Begone !. } 


OLD NORVAL. 


I fear thee not. I will not 20. 
Here V’ll remain. T’m an accomplice, Lord, 
With thee in murder. Yes, my fins did help 
To crufh down to the ground this lovely plant. 
O nobleft youth that ever yet was born! 
Sweeteit and befi, gentleft and braveft fpirit | 
That ever blefs’d the world! Wretch that I am, 
Who faw that noble fpirit fwell and rife | 
Above the narrow limits that confin’d it, — 
Yet never was by all thy virtues won 


To do thee juftice, and reveal the fecret, 
R, © Which, 
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Which, timely known, had rais’d thee far above 
The villain’s fnare! Oh! Iam punifh’d now! 
Thefe are the hairs that fhould have ftrew’d the 
eround, 
And not the locks of Douctas. 
[Tears his hair, and throws himfelf upon the 
body of Douctas. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


I know thee now: ‘ thy boldnefs I forgive ; 
‘ My creft is fal’n. For thee I will appoint 
A place of reft, if grief will let thee reft. 
I will reward, altho’ I cannot puntfh. 
Curft, curft Grenatvon, he efcap’d too well, 
Tho’ flain and baffled by the hand he hated. 
Foaming with rage and fury to the laft, 


Curfing his conqueror, the felon died. 


FEinter ANNA. 


ANNA. ~ 


My Lord! my Lord! 
LORD 
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LORD RANDOLPH. 


Speak : I can hear of horror. 


© 
ANNA. 
Horror indeed! 
LORD RANDOLPH. 
MatTILpa ? 
ANNA. 


Is no more. 
She ran, fhe flew like lightning up the hill, 
Nor halted till the precipice fhe gain’d, 
Beneath whofe low’ring top the river falls, 
Ingulph’d in rifted rocks: thither fhe came, 
As fearlefs as the eagle lights upon it, 
And headlong down 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


"Twas I! alas! "twas I 
That fill’d her breaft with fury ; drove her down 
The precipice of death! Wretch that Iam! 
R 2 ANNA. 
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ANNA. 


O had you feen her laft defpairing look ! 
Upon the brink fhe ftood, and caft her eyes 
Down on the deep: then lifting up her head 
And her white hands to heav’n, feeming to fay, 
Why am I forc’d to ee >? fhe plung’d herfelf 
Into the empty air. 


LORD RANDOLPH. 


I will not vent, 
In vain complaints, the paffion of my foul. 
Peace in this world I never can enjoy. 
Thefe wounds the gratitude of RANDOLPH gave. 
They fpeak aloud, and with the voice of fate 
Denounce my doom. Jam refolv’d. Til go 
Straight to the battle, where the man that makes 
Me turn afide, mutt threaten worfe than death. 
Thou, faithful to thy miftrefs, take this ring, 
Full'warrant of my power. Let every rite 
With coft and pomp upon their funerals wait : 
For Ranpotru hopes he never fhall: return. 

[ Exeunt, 


Gea aN 


EPILOGUE. 


AN Epilogue I afk’d ; but not one word 

Our bard will write. He vows ’tis moft abfurd 
With comic wit to contradi& the frrain 

Of Tragedy, and make your forrows vain. 
Sadly he fays, that pity is the bef, 

The nobleft paffion of the human breaft : 

For when its facred fireams the heart o’erflow, 
In gufbes pleafure with the tide of woe ; 
And.when its waves retire, like thofe of Nile, 
They leave behind them fuch a golden foil, 
That there the virtues without culture grow, 
There the fweet bloffoms of affection blow. 
Thefe were his words :—void of delufive art 
I felt them ; for he {poke them from. his heart. 
Nor will Inow attempt, with witty folly, 


To chace away celeftial melancholy. 


IN THE PRESS, 
And will be Publifbed this Summer, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE merits of the GENTLE SHEPHERD, as a Pafto- 

ral Comedy, have been fo long acknowledged, 
and its numerous beauties fo amply pointed out by 
Men of the firft genius and abilities in the Kingdom, 
that the Editors of the prefent Edition would feel 
themfelves liable to be taxed with unpardonable. pre- 
Jfumption, were they to offer any obfervations on that 
Subject. 


This much admired Pajfioral has gone through in~ 
numerable Editions, in a vaft variety of forms. Since 
its -firft Publication by the Author \himfelf, under the 
immediate Infpection of the se Critic and Anti. 
quarian, Mr Tuomas Ruppiman, it bas been print- 
ed in almoft all the fhapes and fixes known to Printers. 
Some Editions have made thew appearance on Types 
and Paper fo very bad, and fo inaccurately printed, 
as to render it a matter of the greateft difficulty to 
xvead them. On the other band, two or three Editions 

bave been publifbed fo far fuperior to thefe in every 
vefpect, as to put it out of the power of any, but thofe 

in affuent circumfiances, to avail themfelves of the 
pleafure of poffeling them. 
Several 


¢ 


Dorel 

Several Friends having hinted to the Editors, that 

a Copy of the GENTLE SHEPHERD, between the two 

extremes of diminutive Meanne/s and gigantic Splen- 

dour, embellifbed with fuitable Engravings, would 

bave a chance of gratifying the Public Tafle, they 
have adventured on the prefent Edition: 


Te would ill become the Editors to take notice of 
the many tmaccuracies, both in fpelling and pune- 
tuation, which they have had accafion to obferve int. 
fome late Editions of this Work ; which, however; 
an other refpects, are not altogether without merit. 
But, they think it a duty they owe themfelves to 
mention, that they bave been carefully attentive té 
avoid the errors which they have noticed in their co- 
temporaries ; and this, they are perfuaded, could not 
more effectually be accomplifbed, than by implicitly fol- 
lowing, as they have done, in every inflance, the Copy 
publifbed for the Author by Subfcription, as already 
mentioned, under the immediate inf/pection of the learn- 
ed Mr Tuomas Ruppiman. A Copy of this Edition 
they had very much difficulty in procuring, as it is 
feldom to be met with, except in the Cabinets of the 
curious. The Gentlenian, therefore, who was fo ob- 
liging as to favour them with a loan of bis Gopys wilt 
be pleafed to accept of their beft thanks. 


Bs re 
The Editors think it unneceffary to fay any thing 
as to the Execution of this Work. The Embellifbments, 
the Form, the Sixe of Type, and the Paper, have 
been adopted from the hint thrown out by their 
Friends. The whole is before the Reader, and, they 
bope, will give fatisfaction, 


A 
SPLENDID. EDITION 


OF THE 
TRAGEDE 
OF 
DG UG L £-S 
Royal O€tave,, 
EMBELLISHED WITH A HEAD OF THE AUTHOR, 
And Five other Elegant Engravings, 


DESIGNED FROM THE 


MOST STRIKING PASSAGES IN THE PLAY, 


May be had at the Printing-Ofice of Geo. Reto & Co. at the 
Subfeription Price of Seven Shillings and Sixpence. 
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Where alfo may be bad, 
THE WHOLE 


DRAMATIC WORKS 


OF ei 


EOE IN Te ONE Bs so. 


IN TWO VOLUMES DVUODECIME. 


CONSISTING OF 
THE FOLLOWING TRAGEDIES, 


Viz; 
AGIS, FATAL DISCOVERY, 
DOUGLAS, ALONZO, 


SIEGE of AQUILEIA, ALFRED. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


ae ee ew eNG \, 


COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN, 


MADAM, p 


HE love of approbation, and a defire to pleafe 

» the beft, have ever encouraged the Poets to 

finifh their defigns with chearfuinefs. But, con- 

{cious of their own inability to oppofe a ftorm of 

fpleen and haughty ill-nature, it is generally an 

ingenious cuftom amongft them to chufe fome ho- 
nourable fhade. 

Wherefore, I beg leave to put my Paftoral un- 
der your Ladyfhip’s prote@tion. If my Patronefs 
fays the Shepherds fpeak as they ought, and that 
there are feveral natural flowers that beautify the 
rural wild, I fhall have good reafon to think my- 
felf fafe from the aukward cenfure of fome pre- 
tending judges that condemn before examination. 

I am fure of vaft numbers that will crowd into 
your Ladythip’s opinion, and think it their honour 
to agree in their fentiments with the Countefs of 
_Ecrinroun, whofe penetration, fuperior wit, and 
found judgment, fhines with an uncommon luitre, 
while accompanied with all the diviner charms of 
goodnefs and equality of mind. 

af A If 
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If it were not for offending only your Ladythip, 
here, Madam, I might give the fulleft liberty to 
my mufe to delineate the fineft of women, by 
drawing your Ladyfhip’s character, and be in no 
hazard of being deemed a flatterer; fince flattery 
lies not in paying what is due to merit, but in 
praifes mifplaced. 

Were I to begin with your Ladyfhip’s honour- 
able birth and alliance, the field is ample, and 
prefents us with numberlefs great and good Patriots 
that have dignified the names of Kennepy and 
Montreomery: Be that the care of the herald and 
hiftorian. It is perfonal merit, and the heavenly 
{weetnefs of the fair, that infpire the tuneful lays: 
Here every Lefbia muft be excepted whofe tongues 
give liberty to the flaves which their eyes had 
made captives; fuch may be flattered: But your 
Ladyfhip juftly claims our admiration and pro- 
foundeft refpe&t ; for, whilft you are poffefled of eve- 
ry outward charm in the moft perfect degree, the 
never-fading beauties of wifdom and piety, which 
adorn your Ladyfhip’s mind, command devotion. . 

“ All this is very true,” cries a Seur-plum of bet- 
ter fenfe than good nature, “ but what occafion have 
you to tell us the fun fhines, when we have the ufe of 
our eyes, and feel his influence ?”—Very true; but 
I have the liberty to ufe the Poet’s privilege, which 
is, “ ‘To fpeak what every body thinks.” Indeed, 
there might be fome ftrength in the reflection, if 
the Idalian regifters were of as fhort duration as 
life; but the bard who fondly hopes immortality, 
has a certain praife-worthy pleafure in communica- 

ting 


Lars ae) 

ting to pofterity the fame of diftinguifthed charac 
ters. I write this laft fentence with a hand that 
trembles between hope and fear: But if I fhould 
prove fo happy as to pleafe your Ladyfhip in the 
following attempt, then all my doubts fhall evanith 
like a morning vapour :—I fhall hope to be clafled 
with Taffo and Guarini, and fing with Ovid, 

“ Tf ’tis allow’d to Poets to divine, 

“ One half of round eternity is mine.” 


MADAM, 
Your Ladyfhip’s moft obedient, 
And moft devoted fervant, 
ALLAN RAMSAY. 


EDINBURGH, 
June, 1725. 


THE COUNTESS OF EGLINTOUN. 


WITH THE 


FOLLOWING PASTORAL. 


} CCEPT, O Ecurmrtoun! the rural lays, 
: That, bound to thee, thy duteous Poet pays! 
The mufe that oft’ has rais’d her tuneful ftrains, 
A frequent gueft to Scoria’s blifsful plains, 
That oft’ has fung, her lif’ning youth to move, 
The charms of beauty and the force of love, 
Once more refumes the ftill fuccefsful lay, 
Delighted thro’ the verdant meads to ftray. 
O! come, invok’d, and pleas’d, with Her repair 
To breathe the balmy fweets of purer air, 
In the cool evening negligently laid, 
Or near the ftream,. or in the rural fhade, 
Propitious hear, and, as thou hear’ft, approve 
The Gente Suepuern’s tender tale of love. 

Infiruéted from thefe fcenes, whet glowing fires 
inflame the breaft that real love infpires ! 
The fair fhall read of ardours, fighs, and tears, 
All that a lover hopes, and all he fears : 
Hence, too, what paflions in his bofom rife ! 
What dawning gladnefs fparkles in his eyes! 
When firft the fair one, piteous of his fate, 
Cur’d of her feorn, and vanquifh’d of her hate, 

With 
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With willing mind, is bounteous to relent, 

And blufhing, beauteous fmiles the kind confent! 
Love’s paflion here in each extreme is fhewn, 

In Charlotte’s fmile, or in Maria’s frown. 

With words like thefe, that fail’d not to engage, 
Love courted beauty in a golden age, 

Pure and untaught, fuch nature firft infpir’d, 
Ere yet the fair affected phrafe defir’d. 

His fecret thoughts were undifguis’d with art, 
His words ne’er knew to differ from his heart : 
He {peaks his love fo artlefs and fincere, 

As thy Eliza might be pleas’d to hear. 

Heaven only to the Rural State beftows 
Conquett o’er life, and freedom from its woes: 
Secure alike from Envy and from Care, 

Nor rais’d by Hope, nor yet deprefs’d by Fear: 
Nor Want’s lean hand its happinefs conftrains, 
Nor Riches torture with ill-gotten gains. 

No fecret Guilt its ftedfaft peace deftroys, 

No wild Ambition interrupts its joys. 

Bleft ftill to fpend the hours that Heaven has lent 
In humble goodnefs, and in calm content : 
Serenely gentle, as the thoughts that roll, 

Sinlefs and pure, in fair Humeia’s foul. 

But now the Rural State thefe joys has loft : 
Ev’n fwains no more that innocence can boatt : 
Love {peaks no more what beauty may believe, 
Prone to betray, and practis’d to deceive. 

Now Happinefs forfakes her bleft retreat, 

The peaceful dwellings where fhe fix’d her feat ; 
The pleafing fields fhe wont of old to grace, 
GompeneD | to an riers fober race, 


When 
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When on the funny hill, or verdant plain, 
Free and familiar with the fons of men, 
To crown the pleafures of the blamelefs feaft, 
She uninvited came a welcome guett ; 
Ere yet an age, grown rich in impious arts, 
Brib’d from their innocence incautious hearts : 
Then grudging hate, and finful pride fucceed, 
Cruel revenge, and falfe unrighteous deed ; 
Then dow’rlefs beauty loft the power to move ; 
The ruft of lucre ftain’d the gold of love: 
Bounteous no more, and hofpitably good, 
The genial hearth firft bluth’d with ftranger’s blood : 
The friend no more upon the friend relies, 
And femblant falfehood puts on truth’s difguife : 
The peaceful houfehold fill’d with dire alarms : 
The ravifh’d virgin mourns her flighted charms : 
The voice of impious mirth is heard around, — 
In guilt they feaft, in guilt the bowl is crown’d: 
Unpunifh’d violence lords it o’er the plains, 
And Happinefs forfakes the guilty fwains. 

Oh Happinefs! from human fearch retir’d, 
Where art thou to be found, by all defir’d? 
Nun, fober and devout! why art thou fled, 
To hide in fhades thy meek contented head? 
Virgin of afpe@ mild! ah! why, unkind, 
Fly’ft thou, difpleas’d, the commerce of mankind ? 
O! teach our fteps to find the fecret cell, 
Where, with thy fire, Content, thou lov’ft to dwell. 
Or fay, do’ft thou, a duteous handmaid, wait | 
Familiar at the chambers of the great? 
Do’ft thou purfue the voice of them that call 
To noify revel, and to midnight ball? 
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On the full banquet when we feaft our foul, 
Do’ft thou infpire the mirth, or mix the bowl? 
Or, with th’ induftrious planter do’ft thou talk, 
Converfing freely in an evening walk? 
Say, does the mifer e’er thy face behold, 
Watchful and ftudious of the treafur’d gold? 
Seeks Knowledge, not in vain, thy much lov’d pow’r,. 
Still mufing filent at the morning hour? 
May we thy prefence hope in war’s alarms, 
The Statefman’s wifdom, or the Fair-one’s charms 2 
In vain our flatt’ring hopes our fteps beguile, 
The flying good eludes the fearcher’s toil : 
In vain we feek the city or the cell, 
Alone with Virtue knows the Power to dwell: 
Nor need mankind defpair thefe joys to know, 
The gift themfelves may on themfelves beftow ; 
Soon, foon we might the precious blefling boaft, 
But many paffions mutt the bleffing coft ; 
Infernal Malice, inly pining Hate, 
And Envy, grieving at another’s ftate ; 
Revenge no more muft in our hearts remain, 
Or burning Luft, or Avarice of gain. 
When thefe are in the human bofom nurs’d, 
Can Peace refide in dwellings fo accurs’d ? 
Unlike, O Eciinroun! thy happy breaft, . 
Calm and ferene enjoys the heavenly guett ; 
From the tumultuous rule of paffions freed, 
Pure in thy thought, and fpotlefs in thy deed: 
In virtues rich, in goodnefs unconfin’d, 
Thou fhin’ft a fair example to thy kind ; 
Sincere and equal to thy neighbour’s fame, 
How fwift to praife, but how averfe to blame? 


Bold 
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Bold in thy prefence bafhful Senfe ‘appears, 
And backward Merit lofes all its fears : ‘ 
Supremely bleft by Heaven, Heaven’s richeft grace, 
Confefs’d is thine an early blooming race ; 
Whofe pleafing fmiles fhall guardian Wifdom arm, 
Divine Inftrudtion! taught of thee to charm : 
What tranfports fhall they to thy foul impart, 
(The confcious tranf{ports of a parent’s heart) 
When thou behold’ft them of each grace pofleft, 
And fighing youths mmploring to be bleft! 
After thy image form’d, with charms like thine, 
Or in the vifit, or the dance to fhine ; 
Thrice happy ! who fucceed their mother’s praife, 
The lovely Ecirnrovuns of other days. 

Meanwhile perufe the following tender fcenes, 
And liften to thy native Poet’s ftrains: 
In ancient garb the home-bred mufe appears, 
The garb our Mufes wore in former years: 
As in a glafs reflected, here behold 
How fmiling goodnefs look’d in days of old: 
Nor blufh to read. where beauty’s praife is fhown, 
And virtuous love, the likenefs of thy own; 
While, ’midft the various gifts that gracious Heaven, 
Bounteous to thee, with righteous hand has given, 
Let this, OQ Ectrnroun! delight thee moft, 
T’ enjoy that Innocence the world has loft. 


W. H. 
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TO 


JOSIAH BURCHET, Esa. 


SECRETARY OF THE ADMIRALTY, 


- WITH THE FIRST SCENE OF THE GENTLE SHEPHERD: 


atte nipping frofts, and driving fna’, 
Are o’er the hills and far awa’ ; 
Bauld Boreas fleeps, the Zephyrs bla’, 
And ilka thing | 
Sae dainty, youthful, gay, and bra’, 
| Invites to fing. 


Then let’s begin by creek of day, 
Kind mufe fkiff to the bent away, 
To try anes mair the landart lay, 
' With a’ thy f{peed, 
Since Burcuer awns that thou can play 
Upon the reed. 


Anes, anes again beneath fome tree 
Exert thy {kill and nat’ral glee, 
‘To him wha has fae courteoully, 
To weaker fight, 
Set thefe * rude fonnets fung by me 
In trueft light. 
meer a8 In 


* To weaker fight, fet thefe, &c.] Waving done me the ho- | 
nour of turning fome of my paftoral poems into Englifh, juftly 
and elegantly, | 


eee 


In trueft light may a’ that’s fine 
In his fair character ftill fhine, 
Sma’ need he has of fangs like mine 
To beet his name ; 
For frae the north to fouthern line, 
Wide gangs his fame, 


His fame, which ever fhall abide, 
Whilft hift’ries tell of tyrants pride, 
Wha vainly ftrave upon the tide 
| T’ invade thefe lands 
Where Britain’s royal fleet doth ride, 
Which ftill commands. 


Thefe doughty actions frae his pen *, 
Our age, and thefe to come, fhall ken, 
How ftubborn navies did contend 

| Upon the waves, 
How free-born Britons faught like men, 
Their faes like flaves, 


Sae far infcribing, Sir, to you, 
This country fang, my fancy flew, 
Keen your juft merit to purfue ; 
But ah! I fear, 
In giving praifes that are due, 
I grate your ear. 


Yet tent a poet’s zealous pray’r ; 
May powers eboon, with kindly care, 
Grant 


* Frae his pen.| His valuable Naval Hiftory, 


Dealt! 


Grant you a lang and muckle fkair 
Of @ that’s good, 
Till unto langeft life and mair 
You’ve healthfw’ ftood. 


May never care your bleflings fowr, 
And may the mufes, ilka hour, 
Improve your mind, and haunt your bow’r; 
Tm but a callan: 
Yet may I pleafe you, while ’m your 
Devoted Allan. 
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THE PERSONS. 


MEN. 
Srr, Wittram Worthy. 
Pati, thé Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peggy. 
Rocer, a rich young fhepherd, in love with Jenny. 
SYMON, f two old fhepherds, tenants to Sir William. 
GLaup, . 7 
Bautpy, a hynd engaged with Neps. 


: WOMEN. 
Peccy, thought to be Glaud’s niece. 
Jenny, Glaud’s only daughter. 
Mauseg, an old woman, fuppofed to be a witch. 
Espa, Symon’s wife. 
Mandce, Glaud’s fifter. 
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. SCENE—A Shepherd’s Village, and Fields fome few 
miles from Edinburgh. 


Time of Action within twenty hours. 
Firft act begins at eight in the morning. 
Second aé begins at eleven in the forenoon. 
Third a& begins at four in the afternoon. 
Fourth act begins at nine o’clock at night. 
Fifth a&@ begins by day light next morning. 


THE 


GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


AP CAST eT 
SCENE I. 


PROLOGUE. 
Beneath the fouth-fide of a craigy bield, 
Where cryftal fprings the halefome waters yield, 
Twa youthfu’ fhepherds on the gowans lay, 
Tenting their flocks ae bonny morn of May. 
Poor Roger granes, till hollow echoes ring ; 
But blyther Patie likes to laugh and fing. 


Patric and Rocer. — 
SANG I.—The wawking of the fauld. 


Patre Sings. 
M T Peggy is a young thing, 
Fuft enter’d in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and fweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I’m not very auld, 
Yet weel I like to meet her at 
The wawking of the fauld. 
My Peggy fpeaks Jae fweetly, 
Whene’ er we meet alane, 
f wifh nae mair to lay my care, 
£ wifh nae maw of @ that’s rare. 
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My Peggy /peaks fae fweetly, 
To a the lave I’m cauld: 


But fhe gars @ my fpirits glow 
At wawking of the fauld. 
My Peggy /miles fae kindly, 
Whene’er I whifper love, 
That I look down on a’ the town, 
That I look down upon a crown. 
My Peggy fmiles fae kindly, 
Lt makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naething gives me fic delight 
As wawking of the fauld. 
My Peggy fings fae faftly, 
When on my pipe I play ; 
By @ the reft it is confeft, 
By @ the reft that fhe fings beft. 
My Peggy fings fae fafily, 
And in ber fangs are tauld, 
Wi’ innocence, the wale of fenje, 
At wawking of the fauld. 


PAaTIE. 
6 or funny morning, Roger, chears my blood, 
And puts.all nature in.a jovial mood. 
How heartfome ’tis to fee the rifing plants, 
To hear the birds chirm o’er their pleafing rants ; 
How halefome ’tis to {nuff the cauler air, 
And all the fweets it bears, when void of care! 
What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane? 
Tell me the caufe of thy ill-feafon’d pain. 
Rog. ’'m born, O Patie! to a thrawart fate ! 
['m born to ftrive with hardfhips fad and great. 
Tempett 
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Tempeft may ceafe to jaw the rowan flood, 
Corbies and tods to grein for lambkins blood ; 
But I, oppreft with never ending grief, 
Maun ay defpair of lighting on relief, | 
Pat. The bees fhall loath the flower, and quit the 
hive, 
The faughs on boggie-ground fhall ceafe to thrive, 
Ere fcornful queans, or lofs of warldly gear, 
Shall fpill my reft, or ever force a tear. 
Rog. Sae might I fay ; but ’tis no eafy done 
By ane whafe faul is fadly out of tune. 
You have fae faft a voice, and flid a tongue, 
You are the darling of baith auld and young. 
If I but ettle at a fang, or fpeak, 
They dit their lugs, fyne up their leglens cleek; 
And jeer me hameward frae the loan or bught, 
While I’m confus’d with mony a vexing thought : 
Yet I am tall, and as well built as thee, 
Nor mair unlikely to a lafs’s eye, 
For ilka fheep ye have I'll number ten, 
And fhould, as ane may think, come farer ben, 
Pat. Butablins, nibour, ye have not a heart, 
And downa eithly wi’ your cunzie part. 
If that be true, what fignifies your gear? 
A mind that’s fcrimpit never wants fome care. 
Rog. My byar tumbled, nine braw nowt were 
fmoor’d, ‘ 
Three elf-fhot were, yet I thefe ills endur’d : 
In winter laft, my cares were very {ma’, 
Tho’ {cores of wathers perifh’d in the fnaw. 
Pat. Were your bein rooms as thinly ftock’d as mine, 
Lefs you wad lofe, and lefs you wad repine. 
He 


~ 
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He that has juft enough can foundly fleep; 
The o’ercome only fafhes fowk to keep. 

Rog. May plenty flow upon thee for a crofs, 
That thou may’ft thole the pangs of mony a lofs: 
O may’ft thou doat on fome fair paughty wench, 
That ne’er will lout thy lowan drouth to quench: 
"Till bris’d beneath the burden, thou cry dool! 
And awn that ane may fret that is nae-fool. 

Pat. Sax good fat lambs [ fauld them ilka clute 
At the Weft Port, and bought a winfome flute, 
Of plum-tree made, with iv’ry virles round ; 

A dainty whiftle, wi a pleafant found: 
Pll be mair canty wi’t, and ne’er cry dool, 
Than you with all your cafh, ye dowie fool! 

Rog. Na! Patie, na! P’m nae fic churlith beaft, 
Some other thing lyes heavier at my breaft : 

I dream’d a dreary dream this hinder night, 
That gars my flefh a’ creep yet with the fright. 

Pat. Now, to a friend, how filly’s this pretence, 
‘To ane wha you and a’ your fecrets kens ; | 
Daft are your dreams, as daftly wad ye hide 
Your well feen love, and dorty Jenny’s pride. 
Take courage, Roger, me your forrows tell, 

And fafely think nane kens them but your fell. 

_ Rog. Indeed now, Patie, ye have guefs’d o’er true, 
And there is naithing PII keep up frae you: | 
Me dorty Jenny looks upon a-{guint ; 

‘To fpeak but till her I dave hardly mint: 

In ilka place fhe jeers me air and late, 

And gars me look bombaz’d, and unko blate $ 
But yefterday I met her ’yont a know, 

She fied as frae a fhelly-coated kow, 


She 
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She Bauldy loes, Bauldy that drives the car; 
But gecks at me, and fays I fmell of tar. 

Pat. But Bauldy loes not her, right well I wat ; 
He fighs for Neps—fae that may ftand for that. 

Rog. I with I cou’dna loo her—but in vain, 

I-fall maun doat, and thole her proud difdain. 
My Bawty is a cur I dearly like, 

Even while he fawn’d, the ftrak the poor dumb tyke: 
If I had fill’d a nook within her breaft, 

She wad have fhawn mair kindnefs.to my beaft. 

- When I begin to tune my ftock and horn, 

With a’ her face fhe fhaws a caulrife {corn. 

Laft night I play’d, ye never heard fic fpite, 

O’er Bogie was the fpring, and her delyte ; 

Yet tauntingly fhe at her coufin fpeer’d, 

Gif fhe could tell what tune I play’d, and fneer’d. 
Flocks, wander where you like,’ I dinna care, 

Vil break my reed, and never whiftle mair. 1 

Pat. E’en do fae, Roger, wha can help mifluck. , 
Saebeins fhe be fic a thrawn-gabbit chuck ? 
Yonder’s a craig, fince ye have tint all hope, | 
Gae till’t your ways, and take the lover’s lowp. 

Rog. I needna mak’ fic {peed my blood to fpill, 
[ll warrant death come foon enough a-will, 

Pat. Daft gowk! leave off that filly whindging way ; 
Seem carelefs, there’s my hand ye’ll win the day. 
Hear how I ferv’d my’ lafs I love as well 
As ye do Jenny, and with heart as leel : 

Laft morning I was gay and early out, 
‘Upon a dike I lean’d glowring about, 
I faw my Meg come linkan o’er the lee ; 
I faw my Meg, but Meggy faw na me: 
C of | 7 > Kot 
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For yet the fun was wading thro’ the mift, 

And fhe was clofs upon me ere fhe witt ; 

Her coats were kiltit, and did fweetly thaw 

Her ftraight bare legs that whiter were than {naw ; 
Her cockernony fnooded up fou fleek, 

Her haffet-locks hang waving on her cheek ; 

Her cheeks fae ruddy, and her een fae clear; 
And O! her mouth’s like ony hinny pear. 

Neat, neat fhe was, in buftine wafte-coat clean, 
As fhe came fkiffing o’er the dewy green. 
Blythfome, I cry’d, My bonny Meg, come here, 

I ferly wherefore ye’re fae foon afteer ; 

But I can guefs, ye’re gawn to gather dew: 

She fcour’d atva, and faid, What's that-to you ? 
Then fare ye well, Meg Dorts, and e’en’s ye like, 
I carelefs cry’d, and lap in o’er the dike. 

I trow, when that fhe faw, within a crack, 

She came with a right thievlefs errand back ; 
Mifca’d me firft, then bade me hound my dog 
To wear up three waff ews ftray’d on the bog. 
Lleugh, and fae did the; then with great hatte 

I clafp’d my arms se her neck and watte, 
About her yielding wafte, and took a fouth 

Of fweeteft kifles frae her glowing mouth. 

While hard and faft I held her in my grips, 

My very faul came lowping to my lips. 

Sait, fair the flet wi’ me ’tween ilka fmack ; 

But well I kent fhe meant nae as fhe fale: 

Dear Roger, when your jo puts on her gloom, 
Do ye fae too, and never fafh your thumb. 

Seem to forfake her, foon fhe’ll change her mood ; 
Gae woo anither, and fhe’ll gang clean wood. 


SANG 
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SANG IT.—Tune, Fy gae rub her o’er with ftrae. 
Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anfwer kindnefs with a flight, 
Seem unconcern’d at her neglect, 
For women in a man delight ; 
But them defpife who're foon defeat, 
And with a fimple face give way 
To a repulfe ;—then be not blate, 
Pujb boldly on, and win the day. 
‘When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean, 
Ne'er mind their pretty lying tongue, 
But tent the language of their een ;- 
If thefe agree, and fhe perfift er 
To anfwer ail your love with hate, 
Seek elfewhere to be better bleft, 
And let her figh when ’tis too late. ° 


Rog. Kind Patie, now fair fa’ your honett heart, 
Ye’re ay fae cadgy, and have fic an art 
To hearten ane: For now as clean’s a leek, 

Ye’ve cherifh’d me fince ye began to fpeak. 

Sae for-your pains, I’ll make you’a propine, 

My mother, (reft her faul) fhe made it fine, 

A tartan plaid, {pun of good hawflock woo, 

Scarlet and green the fets, the borders blew : 

With fpraings like gowd and filler, crofs’d with black ; 
I never had it yet upon my back. 

Well are ye wordy o’t, wha have fae kind 

Red up my revel’d doubts, and clear’d my mind. 

Pat. Well, hald ye there ;—and fince ye’ve frankly 
A prefent to me of your braw new plaid, [made 

C 2 My 
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My flute’s be your’s, and fhe too that’s fae nice 
Shall come a will, gif ye’ll tak my advice. 

Rog. As ye advife, Dll promife to obferv’t ; 
But ye maun keep the flute, ye beft deferv’t. 
Now tak it out, and gie’s a bonny fpring ; 
For I’m in tift to hear you play and fing. 

Pat. But firft we'll take a turn up to the height, 
And fee gif all our flocks be feeding right. 

Be that time bannocks, and a fhave of cheefe, 
Will make a breakfaft that a laird might pleafe ; 
Might pleafe the daintieft gabs, were they fae wife, 
To feafon meat with health inftead of fpice. 

When we have tane the grace-drink at this well, 
T'll whiftle fine, and fing t’ye like my fell, , [Exeunt, 


SCENE I, 


PROLOGUE. 
A flowrie howm between twa verdant braes, 
, Where laffes ufe to wath and fpread their claiths, 
A trotting burnie wimpling thro’ the ground, 
Its channel peebles, fhining,fmooth and round ; 
Here view twa barefoot beauties clean and clear 4 
Firft pleafe your eye, next gratify your ear, 
While Jenny what the wifhes difcommends, 
And Meg with better fenfe true love defends, 


Preccy and Jenny, 


Fenny. a 
Ca Meg, let’s fa’ to wark upon this green, 
The fhining day will bleech our linen clean ; 
The water’s clear, the lift unclouded blew, 
Will make them like a lilly wet with dew, 


i Pog 
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Peg. Go farer up the burn to Habby’s How, 
Where a’ the {weets of {pring and fummer grow; 
Between twa birks, out o’er a little lin 
The water fa’s, and makes a fingand din; 

A pool breaft-deep beneath, as clear as glafs, 
Kiffes with eafy whirles the bordring grafs: 
‘We'll end our wathing while the morning’s cool, 
And when the day grows het, we’ll to the pool, 
There wath our fells—’tis healthfu’ now in May, 
And fweetly cauler on fae warm a day, 

Fen. Daft laflie, when we’re naked, what'll ye fay, 
Gif our twa herds come brattling down the brae, 
And fee us fae? that jeering fallow Pate 
Wad taunting fay, Haith, laffes, ye’re no blate. 

Peg. We're far frae ony road, and out of fight 3 
The lads they’re feeding far beyont the height : 
But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we’re our lane) 
What gars ye plague your wooer with difdain? 
The nibours a’ tent this as well as I, 
That Roger loos you, yet ye carna by. 
What ails ye at him? Troth, between us twa, 
He’s wordy you the beft day e’er ye faw. 

Fen. I dinna like him, Peggy, there’s an end ; 
A herd mair fheepifh yet I never kend. 
He kaims his hair indeed, and gaes right fnug, 
With ribbon-knots at his blew bonnet lug ; 
Whilk penfily he wears a thought a-jee, 
And {preads his garters dic’d beneath his knee. 
He falds his owrlay down his breaft with care ; 
And few gang trigger to the kirk or fair. 
For a’ that, he can neither fing nor fay, 
Except, How @ye—or, There’s a bonny day, 

. Peg. 
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SANG IV.—Tune, O dear mother, what fhallI do? 
O dear Peggy, love’s beguiling, 
We ought not to truft his fmiling ; 
Better far to do as I do, 
Left a harder luck betyde you. 
Laffes, when their fancy’s carry d, 
Think of nought but to be marry d : 
Running to a life deftroys 
Heartfome, free, and youth{u’ joys. 


Peg. Sic coarfe-fpun thoughts as thae want pith 
to move 

My fettl’d mind, I’m o’er far gane in love. 
Patie to me is dearer than my breath; 
But want of him I dread nae other {kaith. 
There’s nane of a’ the herds that tread the green 
Has fic a fmile, or fic twa glancing een. 
And then he {peaks with fic a taking art, 
His words they thirle like mufic thro? my heart. 
How blythly can he fport, and gently rave, 
And jeft at fecklefs fears that fright the lave? 
ilk day that he’s alane upon the hill, 
He reads fell books that teach him meikle {kill. 
He is—but what need I fay that or this? 
Vd {pend a month to tell ye what he is! 
In a’ he fays or does, there’s fic a gait, 
The reft feem coofs compar’d with my dear Pate. 
| His better fenfe will lang his love fecure : 
Ul-nature heffs in fauls are weak and poor. 


SANG 
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SANG V.—Tune, How canI be fad on my wedding- 
day? 

How fball I be fad, when a hufband I hae, 
That bas better fenfe than ony of thae 
Sour weak filly fellows, that fiudy like fools, 
To fink their ain joy, and make their wives fnools. 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies bis wife, 
Or with dull reproaches encourages ftrife ; 
He praifes her virtue, and ne’er will abufe 
Her for a fmall failing, but find an excufe. 


¥en. Hey! bonny lafs of Brankfome, or’t be lang, 
Your witty Pate will put you in a fang. 
O! ’tis a pleafant thing to be a bride; 
Syne whindging getts about your ingle-fide, 
Yelping for this or that with fafheous din, 
To mak them brats then ye maun toil and {pin. 
Ae we’an fa’s fick, ane fcads it fell wi’ broe, 
Ane breaks his fhin, anither tynes his fhoe; 
The Deel gaes o’er John Wobfter, hame grows hell, 
When Pate mifca’s ye war. than tongue can tell. 

Peg. Yes, ’tis a heartfome thing to be a wife, 
When round the ingle-edge young fprouts are rife. 
Gif I’m faze happy, I fhall have delight, 
To hear their little plaints, and keep them right. 
Wow! Jenny, ‘can there greater pleafure be, 
Than fee fic wee tots toolying at your knee; 
When 2’ they ettle at—their greateft with,. 
Is to be made of, and obtain.a kifs? 
Can there be toil in tenting day and night, 
The like of them, when love makes care delight? 

10 ed mesen 
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Fen. But poortith, Peggy, is the warft of a’, 
Gif o’er your heads ill chance fhould beggary draw : 
But little love, or canty chear can come, 
Frae duddy doublets, and a pantry toom. 
Your nowt may die—the {pate may bear away 
Frae aff the howms your dainty rucks of hay.— 
The thick-blawn wreaths of fnaw, or blafhy thows, 
' May fmoor your wathers, and may rot your ews. 
A dyvour buys your butter, woo and cheefe, 
But, or the day of payment, breaks and flees. 
With glooman brow the laird feeks in his rent : 
Tis no to gi’e; your merchant’s to the bent ; 
His Honour mauna want, he poinds your gear: 
Syne, driven frae houfe and hald, where will ye fteer? 
Dear Meg, be wife, and live a fingle life ; 
Troth ’tis nae mows to be a married wife. 

Peg. May fic ill luck befa’ that filly fhe, 
Wha has fic fears; for that was never me. 
Let fowk bode well, and ftrive to do their beft ; 
Nae mair’s requir’d, let Heaven make out the reft. 
[ve heard my honeft uncle aften fay, 
That lads fhould a’ for wives that’s vertuous pray : 
For the maift thrifty man could never get 
A well ftor’d room, unlefs his wife wad let: 
Wherefore nocht fhall be wanting on my part, 
To gather wealth to raife my Shepherd’s heart. 
What e’er he wins, I'll guide with canny care, 
And win the vogue, at market, tron, or fair, t 
For halefome, clean, cheap and fufficient ware. 
A flock of lambs, cheefe, butter, and fome woo, 
Shall firft be fauld, to pay the laird his due ; 

| Syne 
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Syne a’ behind’s our ain. Thus, without fear, 
With love and rowth we thro’ the warld will fteer: 
And when my Pate in bairns and gear grows rife, 
He’ll blefs the day he gat me for his wife. 

Fen. But what iffome young giglit on the green, 
With dimpled cheeks, and twa bewitching een, 
Shou’d gar your Patie think his haff-worn Meg, 
And her kend kiffes, hardly worth a feg? 

Peg. Nae mair of that ;—Dear Jenny, to be free, 
There’s fome men conftanter in love than we: 
Nor is the ferly great, when nature kind 
Has bleft them with folidity of mind. 

They'll reafon calmly, and with kindnefs fmile, 
When our fhort paflions wad our peace beguile. 
Sae, whenfoe’er they flight their maiks at hame, 
’Tis ten to ane the wives are maift to blame. 
Then I’ll employ with pleafure a’ my art 

To keep him chearfu’, and fecure his heart. 

At even, when he comes weary frae the hill, 
I'll have a’ things made ready to his will. 


In winter, when he toils thro’ wind and rain; 
A bleezing ingle, and a clean hearth-ftane. 
And foon as he flings by his plaid and ftaff, 
The feething pot’s be ready to take aff. 
Clean hagabag I’ll {pread upon his board, 
And ferve him with the beft we can afford. 
Good humour and white bigonets fhall be 
Guards to my face, to keep his love for me. 
Fen. A. dith of married love right foon grows éauld, 
_And dofens down to nane, as fowk grow auld. 
Peg. But we'll grow auld togither, and ne’er find 
The lofs of youth, when love grows on the mind: 
D2 Bairns, 
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Bairns, and their bairns, make fure a firmer ty, 

‘Than ought in love the like of us can fpy. 

See yon twa elms that grow up fide by fide, — 

Suppofe them, fome years fyne, bridegroom and bride ; 

Nearer and nearer ilka year they’ve preft, 

"Till wide their fpreading branches are increatt, 

And in their mixture now are fully bleft. 

This fhields the other frae the eaftlin blaft, 

That in return defends it frae the weft. 

Sic as ftand fingle,—a flate fae lik’d by you! 

Beneath ilk ftorm, frae every airth, maun bow. 
Fen. ve done,—lI yield, dear laffie, Imaun yield, 

Your better fenfe has fairly won the field, 

With the affiftance of a little fae 

Lyes darn’d within my breaft this mony a day. © 


SANG VI.—Tune, Nanfy’s to the green-wood gane. 
I yield, dear laffie, ye have won, 
And there is nae denying, 
That fure as light fiows frae the fun, 
Irae love proceeds complying ; 
bor @ that we can do or fay 
— ’Gainft love, nae thinker heeds us, 
They ken our bofoms lodge the fae — 
That by the heartftrings leads us. 


Peg. Alake! poor prifoner! Jenny, that’s no fair, — 
That ye’ll no let the wee thing tak the air: 
Hafte, let him out, we’ll tent as well’s we can, © 
Gif he be Bauldy’s or poor Roger’s man. 

Fen. Anither time’s as good,—for fee the fun 
Is right far up, and we’re no yet begun 
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To freath the graith ;—if canker’d Madge our aunt 

Come up the burn, fhe’ll gie’s a wicked rant : 

But when we’ve done, I’ll tell you a’ my mind; 

For this feems true,—nae lafs can be unkind. [Exeunt, 
End of the First Acr. 


Ae Cee Tie TH, 
SCENE I. 


PROLOGUE. 

A fnug thack houfe, before the door a green; 

Hens on the midding, ducks in dubs are feen. 

On this fide ftands a barn, on that a byar; 

A peat ftack joins, and formsa rural fquare. 

The. houfe is Glaud’s ;—There you may fee him lean, 
And to his divot-feat invite his frien’, 


GLAuD and SYMON. 


Glaud. 


(eS ae nibour Symon,—come fit down, 
And gie’s your cracks.—What’s a’ the news in 
town? 
They tell me ye was in the ither day, 
And fald your Crummock and her baffend quey. 
Pll warrant ye’ve. coft a pund of cut and dry ; 
Lug out your box, and gie’s a pipe to try. 
Sym. With a my heart ;--and tent me now, auld boy, 
I’ve gather’d news will kittle your mind with joy. 
I cou’dna reft till I came o’er the burn, 
To tell ye things have taken fic a turn, 


Will 
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Will gar our vile oppreffors ftend like flaes, 
And {kulk in hidlings on the hether braes. 
-Glaud. Fy, blaw! Ah! Symie, ratling chiels ne’er 
ftand 
To cleck and fpread the groffeft lies aff hand, 
Whilk foon flies round like will-fire far and near: 
But loofe your poke, be’t true or faufe, let’s hear. 
Sym. Seeing’s believing, Glaud, and I have feen 
Hab, that abroad has with our Matter been ; 
Our brave good Mafter, wha right wilely fled, 
And left a fair eftate, to fave his head: 
Becaufe ye ken fou well he bravely chofe 
To ftand his liege’s friend with great Montrofe. 
Now Cromwell’s gane to Nick ; and ane ca’d Monk 
Has play’d the Rumple a right flee begunk, 
Reftor’d King Charles, and ilka thing’s in tune: 
And Habby fays, we’ll fee Sir William foon. 
Glaud. That makes me blyth indeed ;--but dinna flaw: 
Tell o’er your news again! and {wear till’t a’ ; 
And faw ye Hab! and what did Halbert fay? 
They have been e’en a dreary time away. 
Now God be thanked that our laird’s come hame, 
And his eftate, fay, can he eithly claim? 
Sym. They that hag-raid us till our guts did grane, 
Like greedy bairs, dare nae mair do’t again; t 
And good Sir William fall enjoy his ain. 


‘SANG VII.—Tune, Cauld kail in Aberdeen. 
Cauld be the rebels caft, 
Oppreffors bafe and bloody, 
L hope we'll fee them at the laft 
Strung @ up in a woody. 
Ble/t 
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Bleft be he of worth and fenfe, 
And ever high his ftation, 

That bravely ftands in the defence 
Of confetence, king and nation. 


Glaud. And may he lang; for never did he ftent 
Us in our thriving, with a racket rent: 
Nor grumbl’d, if ane grew rich; or fhor’d to raife 
Our mailens, when we pat on Sunday’s claiths. 

Sym. Nor wad he lang, with fenfelefs faucy air, 
Allow our lyart noddles to be bare. 
«“ Put on your bonnet, Symon ;—tak a feat.— 
How’s all at hame?—-How’s Elfpa? How does Kate? 
How fells black cattle? —What gi’es woo this year ?”— 
And fic like kindly queftions wad he fpeer. 


SANG VUI.—Tune, Mucking of Geordy’s byar. 
The laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, fhould be kindly and free, 
Nor rack the poor tenants who labour 
To rife aboon poverty : 
Ele like the pack-horfe that’s unfother’d, 
And burden d, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus virtue by hard/bip is /mother’d, 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 


Glaud. Then wad he gar his Butler bring bedeen 
The nappy bottle ben, and glaffes clean, 
Whilk in our breaft rais’d fic a blythfome flame, 
As gart me mony a time gae dancing hame. 
My heart’s e’en rais’d! Dear nibour, will ye flay, 


And tak your dinner here with me the day? 
We'll 
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We'll fend for Elfpath too—and upo’ fight, 

Pll whiftle Pate and Roger frae the height: 

Pll yoke my fled, and fend to the neift town, 

And bring a draught of ale baith ftout and brown, 

And gar our cottars a’, man, wife and we’an, 

Drink till they tine the gate to ftand their lane. 
Sym. I wad na bauk my friend his blyth defign, 

Gif-that it hadna firft of a’ been mine: 

For heer-yeftreen I brew’d a bow of maut, 

Yeftreen I flew twa wathers prime and fat ; 

A firlot of good cakes my Elf{pa beuk, 

And a-large ham hings reefting in the nook : 

FT faw my fell, or I came o’er the loan, 

Our meikle pot that {cads the whey put on, 

A mutton-bouk to boil:—And ane we’ll roaft ; 

And on the haggies Elfpa fpares nae coft ; 

Sma’ are they fhorn, and fhe can mix fu’ nice 

The gufty ingans with a curn of fpice: 

Fat are the puddings,—heads and feet well fung, 

And we’ve invited nibours auld and young, 

Fo pafs this afternoon with glee and game, 

And drink our Mafter’s health and welcome-hame. 

Ye mauna then refufe to-join the reff, . 

Since ye’re my neareft friend that I like beft. 

Bring wi’ye a’ your family, and then, 

When e’er you pleafe, Pll rant wi’ you again. 
Glaud. Spoke like ye’r fell, auld-birky, never fear 

But at your banquet I fhall firft appear. 

Faith we fhall bend the bicker, and look bauld, 

Till we forget that we are fail’d or auld. 

Auld, faid I!—troth I’m younger be a {core, 

With your good news, than what I was before. 


Pri 
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I'll dance ore’en! Hey! Madge, come forth: D’ye 
hear? 


Enter Mapce. 
Mad. The man’s gane gyte! Dear Symon, wel- 
come here. 
What wad ye, Glaud, with a’ this hafte and din? 
Ye never let a body fit to {pins 
Glaud. Spin! fnuff—Gae break og wheel, and 
burn your tow, 
And fet the meikleft peat-ftack in a low. 
Syne dance about the bane-fire till ye die, 
Since now again we’ll foon Sir William fee. 
Mad. Blyth news indeed! And wha was tald 
you o’t? 
Glaud. What’s that to you ?—-Gae get my Sunday’ $ 
coat 5 
Wale out the whiteft of my bobbit bands, 
My white-fkin hofe, and mittons for my hands s 
Then frae their wafhing cry the bairns in hatte, 
And make your fells as trig; head, feet, and /watte, 
As ye were a’ to get young lads or e’en; 
For we’re gaun o’er to dine with Sym bedeen. 
Sym. Do, honett Bae cin -—And, Glaud, I’ll o’er 
the gate, 
And fee that a’ be done as I wad hae’t. [ Exeunt. 
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SCL NE 1. 


PROLOGUE. 
The open field.—A cottage in a glen, — 
An auld wife fpinning at the funny end.— 
At a {mall diftance, by a blafted tree, 
With falded arms, and haff rais’d look, ye fee 


~Bauupy his lane. 
W HAT’S this!—I canna bear’t! ’tis war than hell, 
To be fae burnt with love, yet darna tell! 

O Peggy, fweeter than the dawning day, 
Sweeter than gowany glens, or new mawn hay ; 
Blyther than lambs that frifk out o’er the knows ; 
Straighter than ought that in the foreft grows: 
Her een the cleareft blob of dew outfhines ; 
The lilly in her breaft its beauty tines. 
Her legs, her arms, her cheeks, her mouth, her een, 
Will be my dead, that will be fhortly feen!- 
For Pate loes her,—waes me! and fhe loes Pate ; 
And I with Neps, by fome unlucky fate, 
Made a daft vow :—O but ane be a beaft — 
That makes rafh aiths till he’s afore the prieft ! 
I dare na fpeak my mind, elfe a’ the three, 
But doubt, wad prove ilk ane my enemy. 
’Tis fair to thole ;—T’ll try fome witchcraft art, 
To break with ane, and win the other’s heart. 
Here Maufy lives, a witch, that for {ma’ price 
Can caft her cantraips, and give me advice. __ 
She can o’ercaft the night, and cloud the moon, 
And mak the deils obedient to her crune. 
At midnight hours, o’er the kirk-yards fhe raves, 
And howks unchriften’d we’ans out of their graves ; 
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Boils up their livers in a warlock’s pow, 

Rins witherfhins about the hemlock low ; 

And feven times does her prayers backward pray, 
Till Plotcock comes with lumps of Lapland clay, 
Mixt with the venom of black taids and {nakes ; 
Of this unfonfy pictures aft fhe makes 

Of ony ane fhe hates—and gars expire 

With flaw and racking pains afore a fire ; 

Stuck fu’ of prins, the devilith pictures melt, 
The pain, by fowk they reprefent, is felt. 

And yonder’s Maufe: Ay, ay, fhe kens fu’ well, 
When ane like me comes rinning to the deil. 
She and her cat fit beeking in her yard, 

To {peak my errand, faith amaift I’m fear’d: 
But I maun do’t, tho’ I fhould never thrive ; 
They gallop faft that deils and laffes drive.  [E-nit, 


SCENE I. 


PROLOGUE. 
A green kail-yard, a little fount, 
Where water popilan {prings; - — 
There fits a wife with wrinkle-front, 
And yet fhe {pins and fings. 


- SANG XTi Carle an the King come. 


Mauss fings. 
EGGY, now the King’s come, 
Peggy, now the King’s come ; 
«*Thou may dance, and I fall fing, 
Peggy, fince the King’s come, 
| E 2 Nae 
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Nae mair the hawkies fhalt thou muk, 
But change thy plaiding-coat for filk, 
And be a lady of that ik, ) 
Now, Peggy, fince the King’s come. | 


Enter. BAULDY. 

Baul. How does auld honeft lucky of the glen? 
Ye look baith hale and fere at threefcore ten. 

Maufe. E’en twining out a threed with little din, 
And beeking my cauld limbs afore the fun. 
What brings my bairn this gate fae air at morn? 
Is there nae muck to lead ?—to threfh nae corn? 

Baul. Enough of baith :----But fomething that re- 

quires 

Your helping hand, employs now all my cares. 

Maufe., My helping'hand, alake! what can I do, 
That underneath baith eild aud poortith bow? 

Baul. Ay, but ye’re wife, and wifer far than we, 
Or maift part of the parifh tells a lie. 

Maufe. Of what kind wifdom think ye Pm poffeft, 
That lifts my character aboon the reft? 

Baul. The word that Bangs, how ye’re fae wife and 

fell, 

Ye'll may be take it ill gif I fhould tell. 

Maufe. What fowk fays of me, Bauldy, let me hear; 
_ Keep nathing up, ye nathing have to fear. 

“Baul. Well, fince ye bid me, I fhall tell ye a’, 
That ilk ane talks about you, but a flaw. 
When laft the wind made Glaud a rooflefs barn ; 
“When laft the burn bore down my Mither’s yarn ; 
When Braw ny elf-fhot never mair came hame; 
When Tibby kirn’d, and there nae butter came ; 


When 
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When Befly Freetock’s chuffy-cheeked we’an 
To a fairy turn’d, and cou’d na ftand its lane; 
When Watie wander’d ae night thro’ the thaw, 
And tint himfell amaift amang the fnaw ; 
When Mungo’s mear ftood ftill, and fwat with fright, 
When he brought eaft the Howdy under night ; 
When Bawfy fhot to dead upon the green, 

And Sara tint a {nood was nae mair feen ; 

You, Lucky, gat the wyte ofa’ fell out, 

And ilka ane here dreads you round about. 
And fae they may that mint to do ye fkaith ; 
For me to wrang ye, I'll be very laith; 

But when I neift make grots, I’ll ftrive to pleafe 
You with a firlot of them mixt with peafe. 

Maufe, 1 thank ye, lad ;—now tell me your demand, 
And, if I can, I'll lend my helping hand. 

Baul. Then, I like Peggy,—Neps is fond of me ;—} 
Peggy likes Pate,—and Patie’s bauld and flee, t 
And loes fweet Meg.—But Neps I downa fee.— 
Cou’d ye turn Patie’s love to Neps, and than 
Peggy’s to me,—I’d be the happieft man. 

Maufe. Vil try my art to gar the bowls row right ; 
Sae gang your ways, and come again at night: 
’Gainft that time I’ll fome fimple things prepare, 
Worth all your peafe and grots; tak ye nae care. 

Baul, Well, Maufe, I'll come, gif I the road can 

find: ; 
But if ye raife the deil, he'll raife the wind ; 
Syne rain and thunder-may be, when ’tis late, 
Will make the night fae rough, I’ll tine the gate. 
We're 2’ to rant inSymie’s at a featt, 
! will ye come like badrans, for a jeft ; 
And 
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And there ye can our different haviours {py : 
There’s nane fhall ken o’t there but you and I. 
Maufe. Tis like I may,—but let na on what’s paft 
"Tween you and me, elfe fear a kittle caft. 
Baul. HU I ought of your fecrets e’er advance, 
May ye ride on me ilka night to France. 
[Zxzt BautpyY. 


Mauss her lane. 
Hard luck, alake! when poverty and eild, 
Weeds out of fafhion, and a lanely beild, 
With a f{ma’ caft of wiles, fhould in a twitch, 
Gre ane the hatefu’ name a wrinkled Witch. 
This fool imagines, as do mony fic, 
That ’m a wretch in compact with Auld Nick ; 
Becaufe by education I was taught 
To fpeak and act aboon their common thought. 
Their grofs miftake fhall quickly now appear ; 
Soon fhall they ken what brought, what keeps me heres 
Wane kens but me,—and if the morn were come, 
Vil tell them tales will gar them a’ fing dumb. 
[ Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


PROLOGUE. 
Behind a tree, upon the plain, 
Pate and his Peggy meet 5 
In love, without a vicious ftain, 
The bonny lafs and chearfu’ fwain 
Change vows and kifles fweet. 


Patiz and Preccy. 


Peggy. 
Patiz, let me gang, I mauna ftay, 
We're baitn cry’d hame, and Jenny fhe’s away, 

Pat. Ym laith to part fae foon; now we’re alane, 
And Roger he’s awa with Jenny gane: — 
They’re as content, for ought I hear or fee, 
To be alane themfells, I judge, as we. 
Here, where primrofes thickeft paint the green, 
Hard by this little burnie let us lean. : 
Hark how the lavrocks chant aboon our heads, 
How faft the weftlin winds fough thro’ the reeds. 

Peg. The fcented meadows,—birds,—and_ healthy 

breeze, 

For ought I ken, may mair than Peggy pleafe. 

Pat. Ye wrang me fair, to doubt my being kind ; 
in {peaking fae, ye ca’ me dull and blind, 
Gif I cou’d fancy ought’s fae fweet or fair. - 
As my dear Meg, or worthy of my care. 
Thy. breath is fweeter than the fweeteft brier, 
Thy cheek and breaft the fineft flowers appear. 
Thy words excel the maift delightfu’ notes, 
That warble thro’ the merl or mayis’ throats. 


With 
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With thee I tent nae flowers that bufk the field, 
Or ripeft berries that our mountains yield. 

The fweeteft fruits that hing upon the tree, 

Are far inferior to a kifs of thee. 

Peg. But Patrick, for fome wicked end, may fleech, 

And lambs fhould tremble when the foxes preach. 

I dare na ftay—ye joker, let me gang, 

Anither lafs may gar ye change your fang ; { 
Your thoughts may flit, and I may thole the wrang. 

Pat. Sooner a mother fhall her fondnefs drap, 
And wrang the bairn fits fmiling on her lap ; 

The fun fhall change, the moon to change fhall ceafe, 
The gaits to clim,—the fheep to yield the fleece, 
Ere ought by me be either faid or done, 
Shall fkaith our love; I {wear by all aboon. 
Peg. Then keep your aith :—But mony lads will 
{wear, 
And be manfworn to twa in haff a year. 
Now I believe ye like me wonder well; 
But if a fairer face your heart fhou’d {teal, 
Your Meg forfaken, bootlefs might relate, 
How fhe was dauted anes by faithlefs Pate. 

Pat. I'm fure I canna change, ye needna fear ; 
Tho’ we’re but young, I’ve loo’d you mony a year. 
I mind it well, when thou coud’ft hardly gang, 

Or lifp out words, I choos’d ye frae the thrang 
Of a’ the bairns, and led thee by the hand, 
_ Aft to the Tanfy-know or Rafhy-ftrand. 
Thou fmiling by my fide,—I took delite, 
To pou the rafhes green, with roots fae white, 
Of which, as well as my young fancy cou’d, 
For thee I plet the flowry belt and fnood. 
Pegs 
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Peg. When firft thou gade with fhepherds to the hill, 
And I to milk the ews firft try’d my fkill; 
To bear a leglen was nae toil to me, 
When at the bught at e’en I met with thee. 
Pat. When corns grew yellow, and the hether-bells 
Bloom’d bonny on the muir and rifing fells, 
Nae birns, or briers, or whins e’er troubled me, 
Gif I cou’d find blae berries ripe for thee. 
Peg. When thou didft wreftle, run, or putt the 
ftane, 
And wan the day, my heart was flightering fain: 
At all thefe {ports thou ftill gave joy to me ; 
For nane can wreftle, run, or putt with thee. 
Pat. Jenny fings faft the Broom of Cowden-knows, 
And Rofie lilts the Milking of the Ews ; 
There’s nane like Nanfie, Fenny Nettles fings ; 
At turns in Maggy Lauder Marion dings: 
But when my Peggy fings, with fweeter fkill, 
The Boat-man, or the Lafs of Patie’s Mull ; 
It is a thoufand times mair {weet to me: 
Tho’ they fing well, they canna fing like thee. 
Peg. How eith can laffes trow what they defire ! 
And roos’d by them we love, blaws up that fire : 
But wha loves beft, let time and carriage try ; 
Be conftant, and my love fhall time defy. 
Be ftill as now, and a’ my care fhall be, 
How to contrive what pleafant is for thee. 


- 


hy 
> 


4a ‘THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. Aa If, 


The foregoing, with a {mall variation, was fung at 
the atting, as follows. 


SANG X.—Tune, The Yellow-hair’d Laddie. | 


Prcey. 
When firft my dear laddie gade to the green bill, 
And I at ew-milking firft fey’d my young kill, 
To bear the milk-bowie, nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgather’d with thee. 


PaTIE. 
When corn-riggs wav'd yellow, and blue hether-bells 
| Bloom’d bonny on muirland and fweet rifing fells, 
Nae birns, briers, or breckens gave trouble to me, 
If 1 found the berries right ripen’d for thee. - 


Prcey. 
When thou ran, or wreftled, or putted the ftane, 
“ind came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain ; 
| ‘Thy ilka fport manly gave pleafure to me ; 
For nane can putt, wrefile, or run fwift as thee. 


PATE. © 
Our Jenny fings faftly the Cowden Broom-knows, 
And Rofie lilts fweeily the Milking the Ews; 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nanfie can fing ; 
At Throw the Wood Laddie, Bels gars our lugs ring: 
But when my dear Peggy fings with better frill, 
The Boat-man, Tweed-fide, or the Lafs of the Mill, - 
Tis many times fweeter and pleafing to me ; 
For tho’ they fing nicely, they cannot like thee: 


\ 


Prccy, 
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Preey. 


How eafy can laffes trow what they defire ? 
And praifes fae kindly encreafes love's fire ; 
Give me fill this pleafure, my fludy foall be 
To make myfelf better and fweeter for thee. 


Pat. Wert thou a giglit gawky like the lave, 
That little better than our nowt behave ; 
At. nought they’ll ferly ;—fenfelefs tales believe ; 
Be blyth for filly heghts, for trifles grieve : 
Sic ne’er cou’d win my heart, that kenna how, 
Either to keep a prize, or yet prove true. 
But thou, in better fenfe, without a flaw, 
As in thy beauty, far excells them a’, _ 
Continue kind; and a’ my care fhall be, 
How to contrive what pleafing is for thee. 

Peg. Agreed ;—but harken, yon’s auld aunty’s crys 
I ken they’ll wonder what can make us flay. 

Pat. And let them ferly.—Now, a kindiy kifs, 
Or five fcore good anes wad not be amifs; - 
And fyne we'll fing the fang with tunefu’ glee, 
‘That I made up laft owk on you and me. 

Peg. Sing firft, fyne claim your hire.— 

Pat. ————Well, I agree. 


SANG XI.—To its own Tune. 


PaTIE. 


By the delicious warmnefs of thy mouth, 


/ 


And rowing eyes that fmiling tell the truth, 
f guefs, my laffie, that as well as, 
You're made for love ; and why fhould ye deny ? . 
| a! ) Pacey. 
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Prcey. 
But ken ye, lad, gif we confefs oer foon, 
Ye think us cheap, and fyne the wooing’s done ? 
The maiden that o’er quickly tines ber power, 
Like unripe fruit, will tafte but hard and fowr, 


PaTIE. 

But gin they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their fweetnefs they may tine ; and fae may ye. 
Red cheeked you completely ripe appear, 

And I have thol’d and wooed a lang baff year. 


Prcey finging, falls into Parrz’s arms, 
Then dinna pu’ me, gently thus I fa’ 
Into my Patie’s arms, for good and a’. 
But fiint. your wifbes to this kind embrace ; 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


Pattie with his left hand about her watfte, 
O charming armfu, hence ye cares away, 
Ll kifs my treafure a the hve-lang day ; 
All night Pil dream my kiffes ber again, 
Till thai day come that yell be @ my ain. 


Sung by both. 

Sun, gallop down the wefilin fries, 
Gang foon to bed, and quickly rife ; 
O lafb your fleeds, poft time away, 
And hafte about our bridal day: 
And if ye're wearied, honeft light, 
Sleep, gm ye like, a week that night. 


. [Exeunt. 
End of the SECOND Act. 
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Pelee Tbe olde 
SCENE I, 


PROLOGUE. 
Now turn your eyes beyond yon fpreading lime, 
And tent a man whafe beard feems bleech’d with time 3 
An elvand fills his hand, his habit mean: 
Nae doubt ye’ll think he has a pedlar been. 
But whitht! it is the knight in mafquerade, 
That comes hid in this cloud to fee his lad. 
Obferve how pleas’d the loyal fuff’rer moves 
Thro’ his auld av’news, anes delightfu’ groves. 


Sir Wittiam folus. 

oj thay gentleman thus hid in low difguife, 

Pll for a fpace unknown delight mine eyes, 
With a full view of every fertile plain, | 
Which once I loft,—which now are mine again. 
Yet ’midi my joys, fome profpects pain renew, 
Whilft I my once fair feat in ruins view. 
Yonder, ah me! it defolately ftands, 
Without a roof; the gates faln from their bands ; 
The cafements all broke down; no chimney left ; 
The naked walls of tap’ftry all bereft: 
My ftables and pavilions, broken walls! 
That with each rainy blaft decaying falls : 
My gardens, once adorn’d the moft compleat, 
With all that nature, all that art makes {weet ; 
Where, round the figur’d green, and peeble walks, 
The dewy flowers hung nodding on their ftalks : 

But, 
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But, overgrown with nettles, docks and brier, 

No jaccacinths or eglintines appear, 

How do thefe ample walls to ruin yield, 

Where peach and nedt’rine branches found a beild, 

And bafk’d in rays, which early did produce 

Fruit fair to view, delightfw in the ufe! 

All round in gaps, the moft in rubbith ly, 

And from what fiands the wither’d branches fly. 
Thefe foon fhall be repair’d :—-And now my joy, 

Forbids all grief,-when I’m to fee my Boy, 

My only prop, and object of my care, 

Since Heaven too foon call’d hame his Mother fair. 

Him, ere the rays of reafon clear’d his thought, 

I fecretly to faithful Symon brought, 

And charg’d him ftrictly to conceal his birth, 

Till we fhould fee what changing times brought forth, 

Hid from himfelf, he ftarts up by the dawn, 

And ranges carelefs o’er the height and lawn, 

After his fleecy charge, ferenely gay, 

With other fhepherds whiftling o’er the day. 

Thrice happy life! that’s from ambition free ; 

Remov’d from crowns and courts, how chearfully 

A quiet contented mortal. {pends his time 

In hearty health, his foul unftain’d with crime. 


Or fung as follows. - 


SANG XII.—Tune, Happy Clown. 
Eid from bimfelf, now by the dawn, 
He ftarts as frefb as rofes blawn, 
And ranges oer the heights and lawn, 
After bis bleeting flocks, 
Healthful, 
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Healthful, and innocently gay, 

He chants and whifiles out the day, 

Untaught to fmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly weathercocks. 


Life happy, from ambition free, 

Envy, and vile hypocrifie, 

Where truth and love with joy agree, 
Unfullyd with a crime ; 

Unmov’d with what difturbs the great, 

In propping of their pride and fate, 

He lives, and unafratd of fate, 
Contented {pends bis time. 


Now tow’rds good Symon’s houfe I’ll bend my way, 
And fee what makes yon gamboling to day, 
All on the green, in a fair wanton ring, 
My youthful tenants gayly dance and fing. [Exit 


SCENE 
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1S, FIN, Fa EL 


PROLOGUE. 
°*Tis Symon’s houfe, pleafe to ftep in, 
_ And viffy’t round and reund ; 
There’s nought fuperfluous to give pain, 
Or coftly to be found. . 
Yet all is clean: a clear peat-ingle 
Glances amidft the floor ; 
The green-horn fpoons, beech-luggies mingle, 
On tkelfs foregainft the door. 
While the young brood fport on the green, 
The auld anes think it beft, 
With the Brown Cow to clear their een, 
Snuff, crack, and take their reft. 


Symon, Giaup, and E spa. 


Glaud. 


{AJ E anes were young our fells—I like to fee 
The bairns bob round with other merrilie. 
Troth, Symon, Patie’s grown a ftrapan lad, 
And better looks than his I never bade. 
Amang our lads, he bears the gree awa’, 
And tells his tale the clevereft of them a’. 
Elf. Poor man !—he’s a great comfort to us baith: 
_ God mak him good, and hide him ay frae fkaith. 
He is a bairn, Vl fay’t, well worth our care, 
That ga’e us ne’er vexation late or air. 
Glaud. I trow, goodwife, rf I be not miftane, 
He feems to be with Peggy’s beauty tane, 
And troth, my niece is a right dainty we’an, 
As ye well ken: a bonnier needna be, 
Nor better,—be’t fhe were nae kin to me. 
Sys . 
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Sym. Ha! Glaud, I doubt that ne’er will be a 
match ; 
My Patie’s wild, and will be ail to catch: 
And or he were, for reafons I'll no tell, 
I'd rather be mixt with the mools my fell. 
Glaud. What reafon can ye have? There’s nane, 
I’m fure, ) 
Unlefs ye may caft up that fhe’s but poor : 
But gif the laffie marry to my mind, 
I'll be to her as my ain Jenny kind.. 
Fourfcore of breeding ews of my ain birn, 
Five ky that at ae milking fills a kirn, 
I'll give to Peggy that day fhe’s a bride; 
By and attour, gif my good luck abide, 
Ten lambs at {paining-time, as lang’s I live, 
And twa quey cawfs I'll yearly to them give. 
Elf. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud ; but dinna {peer 
What may be is not fit ye yet fhould hear. 
Sym. Or this day eight days likely he fhall learn, 
That our denial difna flight his bairn. 
Glaud. Well, nae mair o’t,—come, gie’s the other 
bend ; 5 . 
We'll drink their healths, whatever way it end. 
[Lbheir healths eae round: 
Sym. But will ye tell me, Glaud,—by fome ’tis faid, 
Your niece is but a Fundling that was laid 
Down at your hallon-fide, ae morn in May, 
Right clean row’d up, and bedded on dry hay. 
Glaud. That clatteran Madge, miy titty, tells fic 
flaws, 
When e’er our Meg her cankart humour gaws. 
G Enter 
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Enter Jenny. 

en. O father! there’s an auld man on the green, 
The felleft fortune-teller e’er was feen: 
He tents our loofs, and fyne whops out a book, 
Turns o’er the leaves, and gie’s our brows a look ; 
Syne tells the oddeft tales that e’er ye heard. 
His head is gray, and lang and gray his beard. 

Sym. Gae bring him in; we’ll hear what he can fay ; 
Nane fhall gang hungry by my houfe to day. 

[Exit JENNY. 

But for his telling fortunes, troth I fear, 
He kens nae mair of that than my gray mare. 

Glaud. Spae-men! the truth of a’ their faws I doubt; 
For greater liars never ran there out. 


Returns Jenny, bringing im Sir WiLL1AM ; with them 
| PaTig. 
Sym. Ye’re welcome, honeft carle ;—here take a feat. 
Sir Will. I give ye thanks, Goodman; I’fe no be 
blate.. 
Glaud. [drinks.} Come t’ye, friend:—How far came 
ye the day? | 
Sir Will. I pledge ye, nibour :—E’en but little way : 
Roufted with eild, a wee piece gate feems lang; 
Twa miles or three’s the maift that I dow gang. 
Sym. Ye’re welcome here to ftay all night with me, — 
And take fic bed and board as we can gi’ ye. 
Sir Will. "Vhat’s kind unfought.—Well, gin ye have 
a bairn 
That ye like well, and wad his fortune learn, 
I fhall employ the fartheft of my fkill, 
To {pac it faithfully, be’t good or ill. 
Sym. 
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Sym. [pointing to Patie.) Only that lad ;—alake! I 
have nae mae, 
Either to make me joyful now, or wae. 
Sir Will. Young man, let’s fee your hand ;—what 
gars ye {neer? 
Pat. Becaufe your fkill’s but little worth I fear. 
Sir Will. Ye cut before the point.--But, billy, bide, 
Ill wager there’s a moufe mark on your fide. 
Elf. Betooch-us-to! and well I wat that’s true: 
Awa, awa! the deil’s o’er grit wi’ you. 
Four inch aneath his oxter is the mark, 
Scarce ever feen fince he firft wore a fark. 
Sir Will. Viltell ye mair, if this young lad be fpar’d 
But a fhort while, he’ll be a braw rich laird. 
Elf. A laird! Hear ye, Goodman !—what think ye 
now? 
Sym. I dinna ken: Shalt LN auld man! What art 
thou ? 
Fair fa’ your heart ; ’tis good to bode of wealth: 
Come’ turn the timmer to laird Patie’s health. 
[Patix’s health gaes round. 
Pat. A laird of twa good whiftles, and a kent, 
Twa curs, my trufty tenants, on the bent, 
“Is all my great eftate—and like to be: 
Sae, cunning carle, ne’er break your jokes on me. 
Sym. Whifht, Patie,—let eee? man look o’er your 
hand, 
Aftimes as broken a fhip has come to land. 

[Sir Witiam looks a little at Patie’s hand, then 
counterfeits faliing into a trance, while they en- 
deavour to lay him right.] 

Elf. Preferve’s!—the man’s a warlock, or pofleft 
With fome nae good,—or fecond fight, at leaft : 
Gyo, W here 
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Where is he now? 
Glaud. He’s feeing a’ that’s done 
In ilka place, beneath or yont the moon. 
EI/. Thefe fecond fighted fowk, his peace be here! 
See things far aff, and things to come, as clear 
As I can fee my thumb,—Wow, can he tell 
(Speer at him, foon as he comes to himfell) 
How foon we’ll fee Sir William? Whitht, he heaves, 
And fpeaks out broken words like ane that raves. 
Sym. He’ll foon grow better ;—El{pa, hafte ye, gae, 
And fill him up a tafs of Ufquebae. | 


Sir Witiiam flarts up, and fpeaks. 
A Knight that for a Lyon fought, — 
Againft a herd of bears, 
Was to lang toil and trouble brought, 
In-which fome thoufands fhares. 
But now again the Lyon rares, 
And joy fpreads o’er the plain: 
The Lyon has defeat the bears, 
The Knight returns again. 
’ That Knight, in a few days, fhall bring 
A Shepherd frae the fauld, 
And fhall prefent him to his King, 
A fubjed& true and bauld. 
He Mr Patrick fhall be call’d: 
All you that hear me now, 
May well believe what I have tald ; 
For it fhall happen true. 


Sym. Friend,may your fpaeing happen foonand weel; 
But, faith, I’m redd you’ve bargain’d with the deil, 
To 
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To tell fome tales that fowks wad fecret keep: 
Or do ye get them tald you in your fleep? 
Str Will, Howe’er I get them, never fath your beard; 
Nor come I to read fortunes for reward : 
But Pll lay ten.to ane with ony here, 
That all I prophefy fhall foon appear. 
Sym. You prophefying fowks are odd kind men! 
They’re here that ken, and here that difna ken, 
The wimpled meaning of your unco tale, 
Whilk foon will mak a noife o’er moor and. dale. 
- Glaud. ’Tis nae fma’ {port to hear how Sym believes, 
And takes’t for gofpel what ithe {fpae-man gives 
Of flawing fortunes, whilk he evens to Pate: 
But what we with, we trow at ony rate. 
Sir Will. Whitht, doubtfw’ carle ; for ere the fun 
Has driven twice down to the fea, 
What I have faid ye fhall fee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. 
Glaud. Well, be’t fae, friend, I fhall fay nathing 
mair ; 
But I’ve twa fonfy laffes young and fair, 
Plump ripe for men: I wifh ye cou’d forefee 
Sic fortunes for them might prove joy to me. 
Sir Will, Nae mair thro’ fecrets can I fift, 
Till darknefs black the bent : 
I have but anes a day that gift; 
Sae reft a while content. 
Sym. Elfpa, caft on the claith, fetch butt fome 
meat, 
And, of your beft, gar this auld ftranger eat. 
Sir Will. Delay a while your hofpitable care ; 
Ud rather enjoy this evening calm and fair, 
ee Around 
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Around yon ruin’d tower, to fetch a walk 

With you, kind friend, to have fome private talk.. 
Sym. Soon as you pleafe Pll anfwer your defire :— 

And, Glaud, you'll take your pipe befide the fire; 

We'll but gae round the Place, and foon be back, 

Syne fup together, and tak our pint, and crack. 
Glaud. Yll out a while, and fee the young anes 


play. 
My heart’s ftill light, abeit my locks be gray. 
[Lxeunt. 
SCENE Iii. 
PROLOGUE: 


Jenny pretends an errand hame, 

Young Roger draps the reft, 

To whifper out his melting flame, 

And thow his laffie’s breaft. 
Behind a bufh, well hid frae fight, they meet : 
See Jenny’s laughing; Roger’s like to greet. 

Poor Shepherd ! 


Rocer and JENNY. 


Roger. 

De Jenny, I wad {peak to ye, wad ye let; 
And yet I ergh, ye’re ay fae fcornfw’ fet. 

Fen. And what wad Roger fay, if he cou’d {peak? 
Am I oblig’d to guefs what ye’re to feek: 

Rog. Yes, ye may guefs right eith for what I grein, 
Baith by my fervice, fighs, and langing een. 
And I maun out wi’t, tho’ I rifk your fcorn ; 
Ye’re never frae my thoughts baith ev’n and morn. 

‘An 
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Ah! cou’d I loo ye lefs, I'd happy be ; 
But happier far, cou’d ye but fancy me. ' 

‘en. And wha kens, honeft lad, but that I may; 
Ye canna fay that ever I {aid ye nay. 

Rog. Alake! my frighted heart begins to fail, 
When e’er I mint to tell ye out my tale, 
For fear fome tighter lad, mair rich than I, 
Has win your love, and near your heart may ly. 

‘Fen. Y loo my father, coufin Meg I love ; 
But to this day, nae man my mind could move: 
Except my kin, ilk lad’s alike to me ; 
And frae ye all I beft had keep me free. 

Rog. How lang, dear Jenny ?—Sayna that again ; 
What pleafure.can ye tak in giving pain? 
I'm glad, however, that ye yet ftand free: 
Wha kens but ye may rue, and pity me? 

Fen. Ye have my pity elfe, to fee you fet 
On that whilk makes our fweetnetis foon foryet. 
Wow! but we’re bonny, good, and every thing; 
How fweet we breathe, whene’er we kifs, or fing! 
But we’re nae fooner fools to give confent, 
Than we our daffine and tint power repent : 
When prifon’d in four waws, a wife right tame, 
Altho’ the firft, the greateft drudge at hame. 

Rog. That only happens, when for fake of gear, 
Ane wales a wife, as he wad buy a mear; 
Or when dull parents bairns together bind 
Of different tempers, that can ne’er prove kind. 
But love, true downright love, engages me, 
Tho’ thou fhould fcorn,—ftill to delight in thee. , 

Fen. What fuggard’d words frae woers lips can fa’! 
But girning marriage comes and ends them a’. 

Pve 
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I’ve feen with fhining fair the morning rife, 
And foon the fleety clouds mirk a’ the fkies. 
I’ve feen the filver fpring a while rin clear, 
And foon in moffy puddles difappear. 
The bridegroom may rejoice, the bride may {mile ; 
But foon contentions a’ their joys beguile. 
Rog. I’ve feen the morning rife with faireft light, 
The day unclouded fink in calmeft night. 
I’ve feen the {pring rin wimpling through the plain, 
Increafe and join the ocean without ftain. 
The bridegroom may be blyth, the bride may fmile, 
- Rejoice thro’ life, and all your fears beguile. 
Fen. Were I but fure you lang wou’d love main: 
tain, 
The feweft words my eafy heart could gain : 
For I maun own, fince now at laft you’re free, 
Altho’ I jok’d, I lov’d your company ; 
And ever had a warmnefs in my breatt, 
That made ye dearer to me than the reft. 
Rog. Pm happy now! o’er happy! had my head!— 
This gufh of pleafure’s like 10 be my dead. 
Come to my arms! or ftrike me! I’m all fir’'d 
With wondring love !let’s kifs till we be tir’d. 
, Kaifs, kifs! we'll kifs the fun and ftarns away, 
And ferly at the quick return‘of day! 
O Jenny! let my arms about thee twine, 
And brifs thy bonny breafts and lips to mine. 


Which 
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SANG XIUI.—Tune, Leith Wynd. 


JENNY. 

Were I affur’d you'll conftant prove, 
You fhould nae mair complain, 

The eafy maid, befet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain : 

For I muft own, now fince you're free, 
This too fond heart of mine 

Has lang, a black-fole true to thee, 
Wifh’d to be pair’d with thine. 


Rocer. 


I’m happy now, ab! let my head 
Upon thy breaft recline ; 
The pleafure ftrikes me near-hand dead, 
Is Jenny then fae kind ? 
O! let me brifs thee to my heart, 
And round my arms entwine ; 
Delytfw thought, we'll never part, 
Gome prefs thy lips to mine, 


Fen. With equal joy my eafy heart gi’es way, 
‘To own thy well try’d love has won the day. 
Now by thefe warmeit kiffes thou has tane, 
Swear thus to love me, when by vows made ane. 
Rog. I {wear by fifty thoufand yet to come, © 
Or may the firft ane ftrike me deaf and dumb, 
There fhall not be a kindlier dawted wife, 
If you agree with me to lead your life. 
se Fen, 
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Fen. Well, I agree :—Neift, to my parent gae, 
Get his confent ;—he’ll hardly fay ye nay. 
Ye have what will commend ye to him well, 
Auld fowks, like them, that wants na milk and meal, 


SANG XIV.—Tune, O’er Bogie. 
Well, I agree, yere fure of me ; 
_ Next to my father gae: 
Make him content to give confent, 
He'll hardly fay you nay: 
For you have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you weil, 
Since parents auld think love grows cauld, 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 


Shou'd he deny, I care na by, 
He’d contradict in vain, 

Tho’ a my kin had faid and fworn, 
But thee I will have nane. 

Then never range, nor learn to change, 

| Like thefe in high degree ; 
_ And if ye prove faithful in love, 

You ll find nae faut in me. 


Rog. My faulds contain twice fifteen forrow nowt, 
As mony newcal in my byars rowt 3’ - 
Five pack of woo I can at Lammas fell, 
Shorn frae my bob-tail’d bleeters on the fell : 
Good twenty pair of blankets for our bed, 
With meikle care, my thrifty mither made. 
{lk thing that makes a heartfome houfe and tight, 
Was ftill her care, my father’s great delight. 


They 
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They left me all; which now gie’s joy to me, 
Becaufe I can give a’, my dear, to thee: 
And had I fifty times as meikle mair, 
Nane but my Jenny fhould the famen fkair. 
My love and all is your’s; now had them fatt, 
And guide them as ye like, to gar them laft. 

Fen. Vll do my beft.—But fee wha comes this way, 
Patie and Meg ;—befides, I mauna ftay : 
Let’s fteal frae ither now, and meet the morn ; 
If we bé feen, we’ll drieé a deal of fcorn. 

Rog. To where the faugh-tree fhades the mennin 

pool, . 

T’ll frae the hill come down, when day grows cool : 
Keep trifte, and meet me there ;—there let us meet, 
To kifs, and tell our love ;—there’s nought fae {weet. 


SOREN CIT’. 


PROLOGUE. 
This fcene prefents the Knight and Sym 
Within a Gallery of the Place, 
Where all looks ruinous and grim ; 
Nor has the Baron fhown his face, 
i But joking with his fhepherd leel, 
Aft {peers the gate he kens fu’ well. 


Sir Witiram and Symon: 


ee Str Wilham. 
“IO whom belongs this houfe fo much decay’d ? 
Sym. 'To ane that loft it, lending generous aid, 
To bear the Head up, when rebellious Tail 
Againft the laws of nature did prevail, 
i 2 Sir 
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Sir William Worthy is our mafter’s name, 
Whilk fills us all with joy, now He’s come hame. 


(Sir Wilkam draps his mafking beard, 
Symon tranfported fees 

The welcome Knight, with fond regard, 
And grafps him round the knees.) 


My mafter! my dear mafter !—do I breathe, 

Yo fee him healthy, ftrong, and free frae fkaith ; 
Return’d to chear his wifhing tenants fight, 
To blefs his fon, my charge, the world’s delight ! 

Sir Will. Rife, faithful Symon; in my arms enjoy 
A place, thy due, kind guardian of my boy: 

I came to view thy care in this difguife, 
And am confirm’d thy conduct has been wife ; 
Since ftill the fecret thou’ft fecurely feal’d, 
And ne’er to him his real birth reveal’d. 

Sym. The due obedience to your ftrict command 
Was the firft lock ;—neift, my ain judgment fand 
Out reafons plenty : fince, without eftate, 

A youth, tho’ {fprung frae kings, looks baugh and blate, 

Sir Will. And aften vain and idly fpend their time, 
Till grown unfit for ation, paft their prime, 

Hang on their friends—which gi’es their fauls a caft, 
That turns them downright beggars at the laft. 

Sym. Now well I wat, Sir, ye have fpoken true; 
For there’s laird Kytie’s fon, that’s loo’d by few: 

' His father fteght his fortune in his wame, 
And. left his heir nought but a gentle name. 
He gangs about fornan frae place to place, 
As {crimp of manners, as of fenfe and grace; 


Opprefiing 
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Oppreffing all as punifhment of their fin, 
That are within his tenth degree of kin: 
Rins in ilk trader’s debt, wha’s fae unjuft 
To his ain fam’ly, as to give him truft. 
Sir Will. Such ufelefs branches of a common-wealth, 
Should be lopt off, to give a ftate mair health. 
Unworthy bare reflection. Symon, run 
O’er all your obfervations on my fon; 
A parent’s fondnefs eafily finds excufe : 
But do not with indulgence truth abufe. 
Sym. To {peak his praife, the langeft fimmer day 
Wad be o’er fhort,—cou’d I them right difplay. 
In word and deed he can fae well behave, 
That out of fight he runs before the lave ;_ 
And when there’s e’er a quarrel or contett, 
Patrick’s made judge to tell whafe caufe is bet ; 
And his decreet ftands good ;—he’ll gar it ftand: 
Wha dares to grumble, finds his correcting hand; 
With a firm look, and a commanding way, 
He gars the proudeft of our herds obey. 
Sir Will. Your tale much pleafes ;—my good friend, 
proceed : sige | 
What learning has he? Can he write and read? 
Sym. Baith wonder well; for, troth, I didna fpare 
‘To gi’e him at the {fchool enough of lair ; 
And he delites in books :—He reads, and {peaks 
With fowks that ken them, Latin words and Greeks, 
Sir Will. Where gets he books to read?—and of 
what kind ?: 
Tho’ fome give light, fome blindly lead the blind. 
Sym. Whene’er he drives our fheepto Edinburgh port, 
He buys fome books of hiftory, fangs or fport : 


Nor 
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Nor does he want of them a rowth at will, 
And carries ay a poutchfu’ to the hill. 
About ane Shakfpear, and a famous Ben, 
He aften fpeaks, and ca’s them beft of men. 
How f{weetly Hawthrenden and Stirling fing, 
And ane ca’d Cowley, loyal to his king, { 
He kens fu’ well, and gars their verfes ring. 
T fometimes thought he made o’er great a frafe, 
About fine poems, hiftories and plays. 
When I reprov’d him anes,—a book he brings, 
With this, quoth he, on braes I crack with kings. 

Sir Will. He anfwer’d well; and much ye glad my ear, 
When fuch accounts I of my fhepherd hear. 
Reading fuch books can raife a peafant’s mind 
Above a lord’s that is not thus inchn’d. 

Sym. What ken we better, that fae findle look, 
Except on rainy Sundays, on a book ; 
When we a leaf or twa haff read haff {pell, 
*Till a’ the reft fleep round as well’s our fell? 

Sir Will. Well jetted, Symon :--But one queftion more 
Tll only afk ye now, and then give o’er. 
The youth’s arriv’d the age when little loves 
Flighter around young hearts like cooing doves : 
Has nae young laflie, with inviting mien, 
And rofy cheek, the wonder of the green, 
Engag’d his look,.and caught his youthfw’ heart ? 

Sym. I fear’d the warft, but kend the fmalleft part, 
"Till late I faw him twa three times mair fweet, 
With Glaud’s fair Niece, than I thought right or meet: 
I had my fears ; but now have nought to fear, 
Since like your fell your fon will foon appear. 

A. 
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A gentleman, enrich’d with all thefe charms, 
May blefs the faireft beft born lady’s arms. 

Sir Will. This night muft end his unambitious fire, 
When higher views fhall greater thoughts infpire. 
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me; 

None but your felf fhall our firft meeting fee. 
Yonder’s my horfe and fervants nigh at hand, 
They come juft at the time I gave command ; 
Straight in my own apparel I’ll go drefs: 
Now ye the fecret may to all confefs. | 

Sym. With how much joy I on this errand flee! 
There’s nane can know that is not downright me. 

[Ext Symon, 


Sir Witu1aM folus. 


When the event of hopes fuccefsfully appears, 
One happy hour cancells the toil of years. 
A thoufand toils are loft in Lethe’s ftream, 
And cares evanifh like a morning dream ; 
When with’d for pleafures rife like morning light, 
The pain that’s paft enhances the delight. - 
Thefe joys I feel that words can ill exprefs, 
I ne’er had known without my late diftrefs. 
But from his ruftick bufinefs and love, 
I muft in hafte my Patrick foon remove, { 
To courts and camps that may his foul improve. 
Like the rough diamond, as it leaves the mine, 
Only in little breakings fhews its light, 
Till artfw’ polifhing has made it fhine: 
Thus education makes the genius bright. [wit. 
Or 
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Or fung as follows. 


SANG XV.—Tune, Wat ye wha I met Yeftreen, 
Now from rujflicity and love, 
Whofe flames but over lowly burn, 
My gentile foepherd muft be drove, 
His foul muft take another turn: 
As the rough diamond from the mine, 
In breakings only fhews tts light, 
Till polifbing has made it fhine : 
Thus learning makes the genius bright. 
End of the ‘Tmrrp Acr. 


ee Ors Sieben 
SCENE J. 
PROLOGUE) 


The fcene defcrib’d in former page, 
Glaud’s onfet.—Enter Mau/e and Madge. 


é Maufe. | 
UR laird’s come hame ! and owns young Pate his 
That’s news indeed !—-—_-—_ _[heir! 


Mad. As true as ye ftand there. 
As they were dancing all in Symon’s yard, 
Su William, like a warlock, with a beard 
Five nives in length, and white as driven {naw, 
Amang us came, cry’d, Hud ye merry a’. 
We ferly’d meikle at his unco look, 
While frae his pouch he whirled forth a book. 


As 
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As we ftood round about him on the green, 

He view’d us a’, but fix’d on Pate his een; 

Then pawkily pretended he cou'd fpae, 

Yet for his pains and kill wad nathing ha’e. 

Mauje. Then fure the laffes, and ilk gaping coof; 
Wad rin about him, and had out their loof. 

Mad. As faft as flaes {kip to the tate of woo, 
Whilk flee Tod Lawrie hads without his mow, 
When he to drown them, and his hips to cool, 

In fimmer days flides backward in a pool: 

In fhort he did, for Pate, braw things fortell, 
Without the help of conjuring or f{pell. 

At laft, when well diverted, he withdrew, 
Pow’d aff his beard to Symon, Symon knew 
His welcome matter ;—round his knees he gat; 
Hang at his coat, and fyne for blythnefs grat. 
Patrick was fent for ;—happy lad is he! 
Symon tald Elfpa, Elfpa tald it me. 

Ye’ll hear out a’ the fecret ftory foon ; 

And troth ’tis e’en right odd when a’ is done; 
To think how Symon ne’er afore wad tell, » 
Na, no fae meikle as to Pate himfell. 

Our Meg, poor thing, alake! has loft her jo. 

Maufe. It may be fae; wha kens? and may bé no; 
To lift a love that’s rooted, is great pain; 

Ev’n kings have tane a queen out of the plain: f 
And what has been before, may be again. 

Mad. Sic nonfenfe! love tak root, but tocher-good; 
’Tween a herd’s bairn, and ane of gentle blood: 
Sic fafhions in King Bruce’s days might be ; 

But ficcan ferlies now we never fee. 


I | Maufe. 


66 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD, AG IV. 


Mau/fe. Gif Pate forfakes her, Bauldy fhe may aoa] 
Yonder he comes, and wow but he looks fain! 
Nae doubt he thinks that Peggy’s now his ain. § 
Mad. He get her! flaverin doof; it fets him weil 
To yoke a plough where Patrick thought to till. 
Gif I were Meg, I’d let young Mafter fee— 
Maufe. Ye’d be as dorty in your choice as he: 
And fo wad I. But whifht, here Bauldy comes. 


Enter Bautpy jinging. 

Jenny /aid to Jocky, gin ye winna tell, 
Ye fhall be the lad, Pil be the lafs my fell ; 
Le’re a bonny lad, and I’m a laffie free ; 
Ye’re welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 

I trow fae.—Laffes will come too at laft, 

Tho’ for a while they maun their {naw-ba’s caft. 

Maufe. Well, Bauldy, how gaes a’ ?— 

Baul. — —Faith unco right: | 
I hope we’ll a’ fleep found but ane this night. 

Mad. And wha’s th’ unlucky ane, if we may afk? 

Baul. To find out that, is nae difficult tafk ; 

Poor bonny Peggy, wha maun think nae mair 

On Pate, turn’d Patrick, and Sir William’s heir. 
Now, now, good Madge, and honeft Maufe, ftand be, 
While Meg’s in dumps, put ina word for me. 

Vll be as kind as ever Pate could prove ; 

Lefs wilful, and ay conftant in my love. 

Mad. As Neps can witnefs, and the bufhy thorn, 
Where mony a time to her your heart was fworn: 
Fy! Bauldy, blufh, and vows of love regard ; 

What other lafs will trow a manfworn herd ? 
The curfe of Heaven hings ay aboon their heads, 
That’s ever guilty of fic finfw’ deeds, 


Vi 
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I'll ne’er advife my niece fae gray a gate; 
Nor will fhe be advis’d, fw’ well I wate. 

Baul. Sae gray a gate! manfworn! anda’ the reft: 
Ye leed, auld Roudes—and, in faith, had beft 
Eat in your words; elfe I fhall gar you ftand 
With a het face afore the haly band. 

Mad. Ye’llgar me ftand! ye fheveling-gabbit brock; 
Speak that again, and, trembling, dread my rock, 
And ten fharp nails, that when my hands are in, 
Can flyp the fkin o’ye’r cheeks out o’er your chin. 

Baul, I tak ye witnefs, Maufe, ye heard her fay, 
That ’m manf{worn :—I winna let it gae. 

Mad. Ye’re witnefs too, he ca’d me bonny names, 
And fhould be ferv’d as his good breeding claims. 
Ye filthy dog! 

[Flies to his baw like a fury.—A ftout battle.—~ 
Maufe endeavours to redd them. 

Mau/e. Let gang your grips, fy, Madge! howt, Bauldy 
1 wadna with this tulzie had been feen; [leen ; 
Tis fae daft like.—-— 

[Bauldy gets out of Madge’s cluiches with a 
bleeding nofe. 

Mad. ’Tis dafter like to thole 
An ether-cap, like him, to blaw the coal. 

It fets him well, with vile unfcrapit tongue, 

To caft up whether I be auld or young ; 

They’re aulder yet than I have married been, 

And or they died their bairns bairns have feen. 
Mau/e, That’s true; and Bauldy ye was far to woe 


To ca’ Madge ought but her ain chriften’d name. 
Baul, My lugs, my nofe, and noddle finds the fame. 
I 2 Mad. 
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Mad. Auld Roudes! filthy fallow ; I fhall auld ye. 
Maufe. Howt no!—ye’ll e’en be friends with honeft 
Bauldy. 
Come, come, fhake hands; this maun nae farder gae: 
Ye maun forgre’m. I fee the lad looks wae. 
Baul. Introth now, Maule, [have at Madge nae {pite: 
But fhe abufing firft, was a’ the wite 
Of what has happen’d: And fhould therefore crave 
My pardon firft, and fhall acquittance have. 
Mad. I crave your pardon! Gallows-face, gae greet, 
And own your faut to her that ye wad cheat, 
Gae, or be blafted in your health and gear, 
"Till ye learn to perform, as well as {wear. 
‘Vow, and lowp back !—was e’er the like heard tell? 
Swith, tak him deil; he’s o’er lang out of hell. 
Baul. [running off:| His prefence be about us! Curtft 
were he 
That were condemn’d for life to live with thee. 
[Exit Bauxpy. 
Mad. [laughing.] 1 think I’ve towzl’d his harigalds 
a wee; i . 
He’ll no foon grein to tell his love to me. 
He’s but a rafcal that wad mint to ferve 
A laffie fae, he does but ill deferve. 
Maufe. Yetowin'd him tightly—I commend ye for’t; 
His blooding fnout gave me nae little fport : 
For this forenoon he had that fcant of grace, 
And breeding baith,—to tell me to my face, 
He hop’d I was a Witch, and wadna ftand, 
To lend him in this cafe my helping hand. 
Mad. A Witch!—How had ye patience this to bear, 
And leave him een to fee, or lugs to hear? 


Maufe. 
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Maufe, Auld wither’d hands, and feeble joints like 
mine, 

Obliges fowk refentment to decline ; 
Till aft ’tis feen, when vigour fails, then we 
With cunning can the lake of pith fupplie. 
Thus I pat aff revenge till it was dark, 
Syne bade him come, and we fhould gang to wark: 
I’m fure he’ll keep his trifte ; and I came here 
To feek your help, that we the fool may fear. 

Mad. And fpecial fport we'll have, as I proteft; 
Ye'll be the Witch, and I fhall play the Ghaift, 
A linen fheet wond round me like ane dead, 
V’ll cawk my face, and grane, and fhake my head. 
We'll fleg him fae, he’ll mint nae mair to gang 
A conjuring, to do a laffie wrang. © 

Maufe. Then let us go; for fee, ’tis hard on night, 
The weftlin cloud fhines red with fetting light. [Exeunt. 


SOE NL Ty. 


PROLOGUE. 
When birds begin to nod upen the bough, 
And the green fwaird grows damp with falling dew, 
While good Sir William is to reft retir’d, 
The Gentle Shepherd tenderly infpir’d, 
Walks through the broom with Roger ever leel, 
To meet, to comfort Meg, and tak farewell. 


Patie and RoceEr. 


Roger. 
OW! but I’m cadgie, and my heart lowps light. 
O, Mr Patrick! ay your thoughts were right - 
Sure 
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Sure gentle fowk are farther feen than we, 
That naething ha’e to brag of pedigree. 
My Jenny now, wha brak my heart this morn, 
Is perfect yielding,—fweet,—and nae mair fcorn. 
I fpake my mind—the heard—I fpake again, 
She {mil’d—I kifs’'d—I woo’d, nor woo’d in vain. 

Pat. Ym glad to hear’t—But O my change this 

day 

Heaves up my joy, and yet I’m fometimes wae. 
Pye found a father, gently kind as brave, 
And_an eftate that lifts me ’boon the lave. 
With looks all kindnefs, words that love confett ; 
He all the father to my foul expreft, { 
While clofe he held me to his manly breatt. 
Such were the eyes, he faid, thus {mil’d the mouth 
Of thy lov’d mother, bleffing of my youth; 
Who fet too foon !—And while he praife beftow’d, 
Adown his graceful cheek a torrent flow’d. 
My new-born joys, and this his tender tale, 
Did, mingled thus, o’er a’ my thoughts prevail : 
That {peechlefs lang, my late kend Sire I view’d, 
While gufhing tears my panting breaft bedew’d. 
Unufual tranfports made my head turn round, 
Whilft I myfelf with rifing raptures found f 
The happy fon of ane fae much renown’d. 
But he has heard !—too faithful Symon’s fear 
Has brought my love for Peggy to his ear: 
Which he forbids\—Ah! this confounds my peace, 
While thus to beat, my heart fhall fooner_ ceafe. 

Reg. How to advife ye, troth I’m at a ftand: 
But wer’t my cafe, ye’d clear it up aff hand. 

Pat. 
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Pat. Duty, and haflen reafon plead his caufe! 
But what cares love for reafon, rules and laws? 
Still in my heart my fhepherdefs excells, 

And part of my new happinefs repells. 


Or fung as follows. 


SANG XVI.—TZune, Kirk wad let me be. 
Duty and part of reafon 
Plead ftrong on the parent’s fide, 
Which love fuperior calls treafon ; 
The ftrongeft muft be obey d. 
for now tho’ I’m one o° the gentry, 
My conftancy falfhood repells 5. 
For change in my heart is no entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excells. 


Reg. Enjoy them baith.—Sir William will be won: 
Your Peggy’s bonny ;—you're his only fon. 

Pat. She’s mine by vows, and ftronger ties of love ; 
And frae thefe bands nae change my mind fhall move. 
1’ll wed nane elfe; thro’ life I will be true: 

But ftill obedience is a parent’s due. 

Rog. Is not our mafter and your fell to ftay 
Amang us here ?—or are ye gawn away 
To London court, or ither far aff parts, 

To leave your ain poor us with broken hearts? 

Pat. To Edinburgh ftraight to-morrow we advance, ) 
To London neift, and afterwards to France, t 
Where I mutt ftay fome years, and learn—to dance, 
And twa three other monky-tricks.—That done, 

I come hame ftruting in my red-heel’d fhoon. 
Then 
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Then ’tis defign’d, when I can well behave, 
That I maun be fome petted thing’s dull flave, 
For fome few bags of cafh, that I wat weel, 
T nae mair need nor carts do a third wheel. 
But Peggy, dearer to me than my breath, 
Sooner than hear fic news fhall hear my death. 
Rog. They wha have juft enough, can foundly fleep ; 
The o’ercome only fafbes fowk to keep. 


Good Mr Patrick, tak your ain tale hame. | 
Pat. What was my morning thought, at night’s | 
the fame. C 

The poor and rich but differ in the name. | 


Content’s the greateft blifs we can procure 
Frae ’boon the lift.—Without it kings are poor. 

Rog. But an eftate like your’s yields braw content, 
When we but pick it {cantly on the bent: 

Fine claiths, faft beds, fweet houfes, and red wine, 
Good chear, and witty friends, whene’er ye dine; 
Obeyfant fervants, honour, wealth and eafe : 
Wha’s no content with thefe, are ill to pleafe. 

Pat. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amifs ; 
But mony a cloud hings hovering o’er the blifs. 
The paffions rule the roaft ;—and, if they’re fowr, 
Like the lean ky, will foon the fat devour. 

The fpleen, tint honour, and affronted pride, 
Stang like the fharpeft goads in gentry’s fide. 
The gouts and gravels, and the ill difeafe, 

Are frequenteft with fowk o’erlaid with eafe ; 
While o’er the moor the fhepherd, with lefs care, 
_ Enjoys his fober with, and halefome air. 7 

Rog. Lord, man! I wonder ay, and it delights 
My heart, whene’er I hearken to your flights. 

How 
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How gat ye a’ that fenfe, I fain wad lear, 
That I may eafier difappointments' bear. 

Pat. Frae books, the wale o’ books, I gat fome {kill ; 
Thefe beft can teach what’s real good-and ill. 

Ne’er grudge ilk year to ware fome ftanes of cheefe, 
To gain thefe filent friends that ever pleafe. 

Rog. Vil do’t, and ye fhall tell me which to buy: 
Faith P’fe ha’e books, tho’ I fhould fell my ky. 

But now let’s hear how you're defign’d to move, 
Between Sir. William’s will, and Peggy’s love. 

Pat. Then here it lies ;—-His will maun be obey’d; ) - 
My vows I'll keep, and fhe fhall be my bride: i 
But I fome time this laft defign maun hide. 

Keep you the fecret clofe, and leave me here; 
I fent for Peggy, yonder comes my dear. 

Rog. Pleas’d that ye truft me with the fecret, I 
To wyle it frae me a’ the deils defy. [Exit Roczr. 

Pat. [folus.] With what a ftruggle muft I now impart 
My father’s will to her that hads my heart! 

I ken fhe loves, ‘and her faft faul will fink, 

While it ftands trembling on the hated brink 

Of difappointment.—Heaven! fupport my fair, 

And let her comfort claim your tender care, 

~ Her eyes are red! 


Enter Prccy. 
My Peggy, why in tears? 
| Smile as ye wont, allow nae room for fears : 
Tho’ ’m nae mair a fhepherd, yet ’m thine. 
Peg. I dare not think fae high :, I now repine 
At the unhappy chance, that made not me 


A gentle match, or ftill a herd kept thee, 
K ; Wha 
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Wha can, withoutten pain, fee frae the coaft 
The fhip that bears his all like to be loft? — 
Like to be carry’d, by fome rever’s hand, . 
Far frae his wifhes, to fome diftant land? 
Pat. Ne’er quarrel fate, whilft it with me remains, 
To raife thee up, or ftill attend thefe plains. 
My father has forbid our loves, I own: 
But love’s fuperior to a parent’s frown. 
I falfhood hate: Come, kifs thy cares away ; 
I ken to love, as well as to obey. 
Sir William’s generous; leave the tafk to me, 
To make ftriG@ duty and true love agree. : 
Peg, Speak on !—fpeak ever thus, and ftill my grief; 
But fhort I dare to hope the fond relief. 
New thoughts a gentler face will foon infpire, 
That with nice air fwims round in filk attire : 
Then I, poor me !—with fighs may ban my fate, 
When the young laird’s nae mair my heartfome Pate ; 
Nae mair again to hear {weet tales expreft, 
By the blyth thepherd that excell’d the reft: 
Nae mair be envy’d by the tattling gang, 
When Patie kifs’d me, when I danc’d or fang: 
Nae mair, alake! we’ll on the meadaw play! 
- And rin haff byeathlefs round the rucks of hay ; 
As aftimes I have fléd from thee right fain, 
And fawn on purpofe, that I might be tane. 
Nae mair around the Foggy-know I'll creep, 
To watch and flare upon thee, while afleep. 
But hear my vow— twill help to give me eafe; 
May fudden death, or deadly fair difeafe, 
And warft of ills attend my wretched life, 
if e’er to ane, but you, I be a wife, 


Ore 
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Or fung as follows. 


SANG XVII.—Tune, Wae’s my heart that we fhould 
funder. 


Speak on,—/peak thus, and fill my LT ‘ef 
Hold up a heart that’s finking under 
Thefe fears, that foon will want relief, 
When Pate muft from his Peggy eer 
A gentler face, and filk attire, 
A lady rich in beauty’s bloffom, 
Alake poor me! will now confpire 
Fo fleal thee from thy Peggy’s bafom. 


No more the fbepherd, who excell’d 
The reft, whofe wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy’s praifes tell, 
Ah! Tcan die, but never funder. 
Ye meadows where we often firay d, , 
Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 
Sweet-cented rucks, round which we play d, 
Youll lofe your fwecis when we're afunder. 


Again, ab! fhall I never creep 
Around the Know with filent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee, while afleep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty ? 
Hear, Heaven, while folemnly I vow, ' 
Tho’ thou fhouldft prove a wand’ ring lover; 
Thro’ life to thee I fhall prove true, 
‘Nor be a wife to any other. 


Pat. Sure Heaven approves—and be affur’d of me, 
‘Tr ne’er gang back of what I’ve {worn to thee: 
Ka? And 
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And time, tho’ time maun interpofe a while, 

And I maun leave my Peggy and this ifle ; 

Yet time, nor diftance, nor the faireft face, 

If there’s a fairer, e’er fhall fill thy place. 

I'd hate my rifing fortune, fhould it move 

The fair foundation of our faithful love. 

If at my foot were crowns and fcepters laid, 

To bribe my foul frae thee, delightful maid ; 

For thee I'd foon leave thefe inferior things 

~ To fic as have the patience to be kings. 

Wherefore that tear? ‘Believe, and calm thy mind. 
Peg. I greet for joy, to hear thy words fae kind. 

When hopes were funk, and nought but mirk defpair 

Made me think life was little worth my care, 

My heart was like to burft; but now I fee 

Thy generous thoughts will fave thy love for me. 

With patience then I’ll wait each wheeling year, 

Hope time away, till thou-with joy appear ; 

And all the while Pll ftudy gentler charms, 

To make me fitter for my traveller’s arms : 

Vl gain on uncle Glaud,—he’s far frae ‘fool, 

And will not grudge to put me thro’ ilk fchool; - 

Where I may manners learn : 


“ Or fung as follows. 


SANG XVIII.—Tune, Tweedfide. 
When hope was quite funk in defpair, 
My heart it was going to break ; 
My life appear’d worthlefs my Care, 
But now Iwill fav’t for thy fake. 
Where’er — 
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Whereer my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 

With me his dear image fhall flay, 
And my foul keep him ever in fight. 


With patience Pll wait the long year, 
And fiudy the gentleft charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 
To lock thee for ay in thofe ‘arms. 
Whilft thou was a _fbepherd, ah priv a 
No higher degree in this life ; 
But now Lil endeavour to rife 
To a height is becoming thy wife. 


For beauty that’s only fkin-deep, 
Muft fade like the gowans of May, - 
But inwardly rooted, will keep 
For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
Lf virtue’s ngraind in the wife, 
And the hufband have fenfe to approve. 


Pat. That’s wifely faid, 
And what he wares that way fhall be well paid. 
Tho’ without a’ the little helps of art, 
Thy native fweets might gain a prince’s heart : 
Yet now, left in our ftation, we offend, 
We muft learn modes, to innocence unkend ; 
Affect aftimes to like the thing we hate, 
And drap ferenity, to keep up ftate : 
Laugh, when we’re fad; fpeak, when we’ve nought . 
to fay ; 
And, for the fafhion, when we’re blyth, feem wae: 


Pay 
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Pay compliments to them we aft have fcorn’d ; 
Then f{candalize them, when their backs are turn’d. 

Peg. If this is gentry, I had rather be 
What I am ftill—Buti Pll be ought with thee. 

Pat. No, no, my Peggy, I but only jeft 
With gentry’s apes ; for ftill amang? the bett, 

Good manners give integrity a bleez, 
When native vertues join the arts to pleafe. 

Peg. Since with nae hazard, and fae {mall expence, 
_ My lad frae books can gather ficcan fenfe ; 

Then why, ah! why fhould the tempeftuous fea, 
Endanger thy dear life, and frighten me? 

Sir William’s cruel, that wad force his fon, 
For watna-what’s, fae great a rifk to run. 
Pat. There is nae doubt, but travelling does im- 
prove, us : 
Yet I would fhun it for thy fake, my love. 
But foon as [’ve fhook aff my landwart catft, 
In foreign cities, hame to thee [ll hafte. 

Peg. With every fetting day, and rifing morn, 
Vll kneel to Heaven, and afk thy fafe return.- 
Under that tree, and on the Suckler Brae, 

Where aft we wont, when bairns, to run and play, 
And to the Hiffel-thaw where firft ye vow’d - 

Ye wad be mine, and I as eithly trow’d, 

Pll aften gang, and tell the trees and flowers, 
With joy, that they’ll bear witnefs I am yours. 


Or 
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Or fung as follows. 


SANG XIX.—Tune, Bufh aboon Traquair. 
Bowitl fetting day, and rifing morn, 

With foul that fuill fball love thee, 

I'll afk of Heaven thy fafe return, 
With all that can improve thee. 

‘PU vifit oft the Birken Buf, 
Where firft thou kindly told me 

Sweet tales of love, and hid-my blufb, 
Whilft round thou didft enfold me. 


To all our haunts I will repair, 
By Greenwood-fhaw or fountain, 

Or where the fummer-day I'd fbare 
With thee upon yon mountaim. 

There will I tell the trees and flowers, 
From thoughts unfeign’d and tender, 

By vows youre mine, by love is yours 
A heart which cannot wander. 


Pat. My dear, allow me, frae thy temples fair, 
A fhining ringlet of thy flowing hair ; _ 
Which, as a fample of each lovely charm, | 
Vl aften kifs, and wear about my arm. 
Peg. Were’t in my power with better boons to pleafe, 
I'd give the beft I could with the fame eafe ; 
Nor wad I, if thy luck had faln to me, 
‘Been in ae jot lefs generous to thee. 
: Pat. I. doubt.it not; but fince we’ve little time ' 
To ware’t on words, wad border on a crime: 
Love’s fafter meaning better is expreft, | 
When ’tis with kiffes on the heart impreft, [Exeunt. 


End of the Fourtu Acr. 
ACT 


’ 
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Ab (CS. 
SCENE I. 


vee PROLOGUE. 
See how poor Bauldy ftares like ane pofleft, 
And roars up Symon frae his kindly reft. 
Bare-leg’d, with night-cap, and unbutton’d coat, 
See, the auld man comes forward to the fot. 


Symon and Bautpy. 


. Symon. 
Ae want ye, Bauldy, at this early hour, 
_ While drowfy fleep keeps a’ beneath its pow’r? 
Far to the north, the fcant approaching light 
Stands equal ’twixt the morning and the night. 
What gars ye fhake and glowr, and look fae wan? 
‘Your teeth they chitter, hair like briftles ftand. . 
Baul. O len me foon fome water, milk or ale, 
My head’s grown giddy,—legs with fhaking fail ; 
Pll ne’er dare venture forth at night my lane; 
Alake! Pll never be my fell again. 
Pll ne’er o’erput it! Symon! O Symon! O! 
[Symon gives him a drink. 
Sym. What ails thee, gowk !—to make fae loud ado? 
You’ve wak’d Sir William, he has left his bed ; 
He comes, I fear ill pleas’d: I hear his tred. 


Enter. Sin WILLIAM. 
Str Will. How goes the night? Does day-light yet 
appear? 
Symon, you're very timeoufly afteer. 
| Syrte 
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Sym. I'm forry, Sir, that we’ve difturb’d your ret: 
But fome ftrange thing has Bauldy’s fp’rit opprett ; 
He’s feen fome witch, or wreftl’d with a ghaitt. 4 

Baul. O ay,—dear Sir, in troth ’tis very true; 
And [am come to make.my plaint to you. 

Str Will. (_fmiling.] I lang to hear’t 

Baul. Ah! Sir, the witch ca’d Maufe, 
That wins aboon the mill amang the haws, 

Firft promis’d that fhe’d help me with her art, 
To gain a bonny thrawart laffie’s heart. 

As fhe had trifted, I met wi’er this night ; 

But may nae friend of mine get fic a fright! 

For the curs’d hag, inftead of doing me good, 
{The-very thought o’t’s like to freeze my blood t) 
Rais’d up a ghaift or deil, I kenna whilk, 

Like a dead corfe in fheet as white as milk; 
Black hands it had, and face as wan as death, 

- Upon me faft the Witch and zt fell baith, 

And gat me down; while I, like a great fool, 
Was laboured as I wont to be at fchool. 

My heart out of its hool was like to lowp 5, 

I pithlefs grew with fear, and had nae hope, 
Till, with an elritch laugh, they vanifh’d quite : 
Syne I, haff dead with anger, fear and {pite, 
Crap up, and fled ftraight-frae them, Sir, to you, 
Hoping your help, to gi’e the deil his due. 

- I’m fure my heart will ne’er gi’e o’er to dunt, 
Till in a fat tar-barrel Maufe be burnt. 

Str Will. Well, Bauldy, whate’er’s juft {hall grantedbe; 
Let Maufe be brought this morning down to me. 

Baul. Thanks to your Honour; foon fhall I obey: 
But firft Pll Roger raife, and twa three mae, 

L ; To 


$3 THE GENTLE SHEPHERD, AAV. 


To catch her faft, or fhe get leave to fqueel, 
And caft her cantraips that bring up the deil. [Ewzt. 
Str Will. Troth, Symon, Bauldy’s more afraid than 
hurt, 
The witch and ghaift iia made themfelves good fport. 
What filly notions crowd the clouded mind, 
That is thro’ want of education blind ! 
Sym. But does your Honour think there’s nae fic thing 
As witches raifing deils up thro’ a ring? 
Syne playing tricks, a thoufand I cou’d tell, 
Cou’d never be contriv’d on this fide hell. 
Sir Will. Such as the devil’s s dancing in a moor, 
Amongft'a few old women craz’d and poor, 
_ Who are.rejoic’d to fee him frifk and lowp 
O’er braes and bogs, with candles in his dowp; 
Appearing fometimes like a black-horn’d cow, 
, Aftimes like Bawty, Badrans, or a Sow:- 
Then with his train thro’ airy paths to glide, 
While they on cats, or clowns, or broom-ftaffs ride ; 
Or in the egg-fhell fkim out o’er the main, 
To drink their leader’s health in France or Spain ; 
Then aft by night, bumbaze hare-hearted fools, 
By tumbling down their cup-board, chairs and ftools. 
Whate’er’s in {pells, or if there witches be, 
Such whimfies feem the moft abfurd tome. _ 
Sym. Tis true enough, we ne’er heard:that a witch 
Had either meikle fenfe, or yet was rich. 
But Maufe, tho’ poor, is a fagacious wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honeft life ; 
That gars me think this hoblefhew that’s paft 
Will land in naithing but a joke at laft. 


¥ 


Sir Will 


AG. THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. $3 


Sir Will. Ym fare it will :—But fee increafing light 
Commands the imps of darknefs down to night ; 
Bid raife my fervants, and my horfe prepare, 
Whilft J walk out to take the morning air. 


SANG XX.—Bonny grey-ey’d morn. 

The bonny grey-ey'd morn begins to peep, 
And darkne/s flies before the rifing ray, 

The hearty hind ftarts from his lazy fleep, 
To follow healthful labours of the day: 

Without a guilty fting to wrinkle his brow, 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee, 

And he joins their concert, driving his plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageantry free. 


While flufter’d with wine, or madden’d with Jofs 
Of half an eftate, the prey of a main, 

The drunkard and gamefter tumble and tofs, 
Wifbing for calmnefs and flumber in vain. 

Be my portion health, and quietnefs of mind, 
Plac’d at due diftance from parties and ftate, 

Where neither ambition, nor avarice blind, 
Reach hin who bas happine/s link’d to his fate. 

. [ Exeunt. 


Pek, isi SCENE 
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SCENE _LL 


PROLOGUE. 
While Peggy laces up her bofom fair, 
With a blew f{nood Jenny binds up her hair ; 
Glaud by his morning ingle takes a beek, 
The rifing fun fhines motty thro’ the reek, 
A pipe his mouth; the laffes pleafe his een, 
_ And now and than his joke maun interveen. 


Guaup, JENNY and Pracy. 


Glaud. 
[ WISH, my bairns, it may keep fair till night ; 
Ye do not ule fae foon to fee the light. 
Nae doubt now ye intend to mix the thrang, 
To take your leave of Patrick or he gang. 
But do ye think that now when he’s a laird, 
That he poor landwart laffes will regard? | 
Fen. Tho’ he’s young Mafter now, I’m very fure 
He has mair fenfe than flight auld friends, tho’ poor. 
But yefterday he ga’e us mony a tug, 
And kifs’d my coufin there frae lug to lug. 
Glaud. Ay, ay, nae doubt o’t, and he’ll do’t again; 
But, be advis’d, his company refrain : 
Before he, as a fhepherd, fought a wife, 
With her to live a chaft and frugal life ; 
But now grown gentle, foon he will forfake 
Sic godly thoughts, and brag of being a rake. 
Peg. A vake! what’s that >—Sure if it means ought 
ill, 
He’ll never be’t, elfe [have tint my {kill 
Glaud. 
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Glaud. Daft laffie, ye ken nought of the affair, 
Ane young and good and gentle’s unco rare. 
A rake’s a gracelefs fpark, that thinks nae fhame, 
To do what like of us thinks fin to name: 
Sic are fae void of fhame, they’ll never ftap 
To brag how aften they have had the clap. 
They’ll tempt young things, like you, with youdith 

fluth’d, 

Syne make ye a’ their jeft, when ye’re debauch’d. 
Be warry then, I fay, and never gi’e 
Encouragement, or bourd with fic as he. 

Peg. Sir William’s vertuous, and of gentle blood ; 
And may not Patrick too, like him, be good? 

Glaud. That’s true, and mony gentry mae than he, 
As they are wifer, better are than we; 
But thinner fawn : They’re fae puft up with pride, 
There’s mony of them mocks ilk haly guide, 
That fhaws the gate to Heaven.—I’ve heard my fell, 
Some of them laugh at doomfday, fin and hell. 

Fen. Watch o’er us, father! heh! that’s very odd; 
Sure him that doubts a doomfday, doubts,a God. 

Glaud. Doubt! why they neither doubt, nor judge, 

nor think, 

Nor hope, nor fear; but curfe, debauch and drink: 
But I’m no faying this, as if I thought 
That Patrick to fic gates will e’er be brought. 

Peg. The Lord forbid! Na, he kens better things : 
But here comes aunt; her face fome ferly brings. 


Enter Mance. 
Mad. Hatte, hafte ye; we’re a’ fent for o’er the gate, 
To hear, and help to redd fome odd debate 
"Tween 
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*Tween Maufe and Bauldy, ’bout fome witchcraft fpell, 
At Symon’s houfe: The Knight fits judge himfell. 
Glaud. Lend me my ftaff ;—Madge, lock the outer- 
door, 
And bring the laffes wi’ ye; I'll ftep before. [Exit. 
Mad. Peor Meg !-—Look, Jenny, was the like e’er 
feen, 
How bleer’d and red with greeting look her een? 
This day her brankan wooer takes his horfe, 
To ftrute a gentle fpark at Edinburgh crofs ; 
To change his kent, cut frae the branchy plain, 
For a nice fword, and glancing headed cane ; 
To leave his ram-horn f{poons, and kitted whey, 
For gentler tea, that fmells like new won hay ; 
To leave the green-{waird dance, when we gae milk, 
To ruftle amang the beauties clad in filk. 
But Meg, poor Meg! maun with the fhepherd flay, 
And tak what God will fend, in hodden-gray. 
Peg. Dear aunt, what need ye fafh us wi’ your feorn? 
That’s no my faut that ’m nae gentler born. 
Gif I the daughter of fome laird had been, 
T ne’er had notie’d Patie on the green: 
Now fince he rifes, why. fhould I repine? 
If he’s made for another, he’ll ne’er be mine. 
And then, the like has been, if the decree 
Defigns him mine, I yet his wife may be. 
Mad. A bonny ftory, trowth '!—But we delay : 
Prin up your aprons baith, and come away. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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eC L NE LIT. 


PROLOGUE. 

Sir William fills the twa-arm’d chair, 

While Symon, Roger, Glaud and Maule, 
Attend, and with loud laughter hear 

Daft Bauldy bluntly plead his caufe : 
For now ’tis tell’d him that the taz 

Was handled by revengefu’ Madge, 
Becaufe he brak good breeding’s laws, 

And with his nonfenfe rais’d their rage. 


Sik Wittiam, Patirz, Rocer, Symon, Graup, 
Bauipy and Mausr. 


Sir Wilkam. 
ND was that all?—Well Bauldy, ye was ferv’d 
No otherwife than what ye well deferv’d. 
Was it fo fmall a matter, to defame, 
And thus abufe an honeft woman’s name? 
Befides your going about to have betray’d 
By perjury an innocent young maid. 
Baul. Sir, I confefs my faut thro’ a’ the fteps, 
And ne’er again fhall be untrue to Neps. 
Mau/e. Thus far, Sir, he oblig’d me on the {core ; 
I kend not that they thought me fic before. 

Baul. An’t like your Honour, I believ’d it well; 
But trowth I was e’en doilt to feek the deil: 
Yet, with your Honour’s leave, tho’ fhe’s nae Witch, 
She’s baith a flee and'a revengefu 
And that my Some-place finds ;—but I had beft 
Had in my tongue; for yonder comes the Ghazi, 
And the young bonny Witch, whafe rofy cheek 
Sent me, without my wit, the deil to feek, 


fnter 
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Enter Mapcr, Peccy, and JENNY. 


Sir Will. (looking at Peggy.] Whofe daughter’s ihe 
that wears th’ Aurora gown, 

With face fo fair, and locks a lovely brown? 

How fparkling are her eyes! What’s this! I find 

The girl brings all my fifter to my mind. 

Such were the features once adorn’d a face, 

Which death too foon depriv’d of {weeteft grace. 

Is this your daughter, Glaud ? 
Glaud. Sir, fhe’s my niece ;— 

And yet fhe’s not :—but I fhould hald my peace. 
Sir Will. This is a contradiction: What d’ye mean? 

She is, and is not! Pray thee, Glaud, explain. 
Glaud. Becaufe I doubt, if I fhould make Sin 


What I have kept a fecret thirteen year. 
Maufe. You may reveal what I can fully clear. 
Sir Will. Speak foon; I’m all impatience !— 
Lal, ——_—--— —__—— SoamI! 

For much I hope, and hardly yet know why. 
Glaud.—Then, fince my matter orders, I obey. 

This Bonny Funding, ae clear morn of May, 

Clofe by the lee-fide of my door I found, 

All fweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, 

In infant-weeds of rich and gentle make. 

What cou’d they be, thought I, did thee forfake? 
ha, warfe than brutes, cou’d leave expos’d to air 

Sae much of innocence fae {weetly fair, 

Sae hopelefs young? for fhe appear’d to me 

Only about twa towmands auld to be. 

I took her in my arms, the bairnie fmil’d 

With fic a look wad made a favage mild. 
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I hid the ftory : She has pafs’d fincefyne 
As a poor orphan, and a niece of mine. 
Nor do I rue my care about the we’an; 
- For fhe’s well worth the pains that I have tane:. 
Ye fee fhe’s bonny, I can {wear fhe’s good, 
And am right fure fhe’s come of gentle blood: 
Of whom I kenna.—Nathing ken I mair, 
Than what I to your Honour now declare. 
Sir Wiil. This tale feems ftrange : | 
Pat. —The tale delights my ear; _— [appear: 
Sir Will. Command your joys, young man, till truth 
Maufe. That be my tafk.--Now, Sir, bid all be hufh: 
Peggy may fmile ;—thou haft nae caufe to bluth. 
Long have I wifh’d to fee this happy day, 
That I might fafely to the truth give way ; 
That I may now Sir William Worthy name, 
The beft and néareft friend that fhe can claim: 
He faw’t at firft, and with quick éye did trace 
His fifter’s beauty in her daughter’s face. 
Str Will, Qld woman, do not rave,—prove what you 
fay 5 | 7 | 
’Tis dangerous in affairs like this to play. 
Pat. What reafon, Sir, can an old woman have 
To tell a lie, when fhe’s fae near her grave? 
But how, or why, it fhould be truth, I grant, 
I every thing looks like a reafon want. 
Omnes. The ftory’s odd! we with we heard it oiit, 
Sir Will. Mak hafte, good woman; and refolve each 
doubt. 
[Mau/fe goes forward, leading Peggy to Sir William. 
Maufe. Sir, view me well: Has fifteen years fo plow’d 
A. wrinkled face that you have often view’d, 
M That 


90 ‘ ‘THE GENTLE SHEPHERD. | AAV, 


That here I as an unknown ftranger ftand, 2 
Who nurs’d her mother that now holds my hand? 
Yet ftronger proofs I’ll give, if you demand. § 

Sir Will. Ha! honeft nurfe, where were my eyes 
before ! : 
‘I know thy faithfulnefs, and need no more ; 
Yet, from the lab’rinth to lead out my mind, | 
Say, to expofe her who was fo unkind? 
[Sir Wilham embraces Peggy, and makes her fit by him.] 
Yes, furely thowrt my niece; truth muft prevail : 
But no more words, till Maufe relate her tale. 
Pat. Good nurfe, go on; nae mufic’s haff fae fine, 
Or can give pleafure like thefe words of thine. 
Maufe. Then, it was I that fav’d her infant-life, 
Her death being threatned by an uncle’s wife. 
' The ftory’s lang; but I the fecret knew, 
How they purfu’d, with avaritious view, 
Her rich eftate, of which they’re now poflett : 
All this to me a confident confeft. 
I heard with horror, and with trembling dread, 
They’d fmoor the fakelefs orphan in her bed! 
That very night, when all were funk in reft, 
At midnight hour, the floor I faftly preft, 
And ftaw the fleeping innocent away ; 
With whom I travel’d fome few miles e’er day: 
All day I hid me,—when the day was done, 
I kept my journey, lighted by the moon, 
Till eaftward fifty miles I reach’d' thefe plains, 
Where needful plenty glads your chearful fwains ; 
Afraid of being found out, I to fecure 
My Charge, e’en laid her at this thepherd’s door, 
And 
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And took a neighbouring cottage here, that I, 
Whate’er fhould happen to her, might be by. 
Here honeft Glaud himfell, and Symon may 
Remember well, how I that very day 
Frae Roger’s father took my little crove. 
Glaud. [with tears of joy bapping down bis beard.) 
I well remember’t. Lord reward your love: 
Lang have I wifh’d for this; for aft I thought, 
Sic knowledge fometime fhould about be brought. 
Pat. ’Tis now a crime to doubt,—my joys are full, 
‘With due obedience to my parent’s will. 
Sir, with paternal love furvey her charms, 
And blame me not for rufhing to her arms. 
She’s mine by vows.; and would, tho’ fill unknown, 
Have been. my wife, when I my vows durft own. 
Sir Will. My niece, my daughter, welcome to my 
Sweet image of thy mother good and fair, [care, 
Equal with Patrick: Now my greateft aim 
Shall be, to aid your joys, and well match’d flame. 
My boy, receive her from your father’s hand, 
With as good will as either would demand.’ 
[Patie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William.] 
Pat. With as much joy this blefiing I receive, 
As ane wad life, that’s finking in a wave. 
Sir Will. (raifes them.] 1 give you both my blefling: 
may your love © 
Produce a happy race, and ftill improve. 
Peg. My withes are compleat,—my joys arife, 
While ’m haff dizzy with the bleft furprife. 
And am I then a match for my ain lad, 
That for me fo much generous kindnefs had ?. 
Lang may Sir William blefs thefe happy plains, 
Happy while Heaven grant he on them remains. 
M 2 Pat. 
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We'll only crave what ‘you fhall pleafe to gi’e: 

The eftate be your’s, my Peggy’s ane to me. 

_ Glaud. I hope your Honour now will take amends 
Of them that fought her life for wicked ends. 

Sir Will. The bafe unnatural villain foon fhall know, 
That eyes above watch the affairs below. 

Tl ftrip him foon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburfe his ill got gains. 

Peg. To me the views of wealth and an eftate, 
Seem light when put in ballance with my Pate: 
For his fake only, Pll ay thankful bow 
For fuch a kindnefs, be/? of men, to you. 

Sym. What double blythnefs wakens up this day ! 
I hope now, Sir, you'll no foon hafte away. 

Sall I unfadle your horfe, and gar prepare 

A dinner for ye of hale country fare?, 

See how much joy unwrinkles every brow; 
Our looks hing on the twa, and doat on you: 
Even Bauldy the bewitch’d has quite forgot 
Fell Madge’s taz, and pawky Maufe’s plot. 

Sir Will. Kindly old man, remain with you this day, 

I never from thefe fields again will ftray : 
Mafons and wrights fhall foon my houfe repair, 
And buffy gardners fhall new planting rear : 
My father’s hearty table you foon fhall fee 

Reftor’d, and my beft friends rejoice with me, 

Sym. That’s the beft news I heard this twenty year; 
New day breaks up, rough times begin to clear. 

Glaud. God fave the King, and fave Sir William lang, 
To enjoy their ain, and raife the fhepherds fang. 

Rog. Wha winna dance? wha will refufe to fing? 
What fhepherd’s whittle winna lilt the {pring ? 


Pat. Be lang our guardian, ftill our Mafter be ; i 


Baul. 
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Baul. Ym friends with Maufe,—with very Madge 
I’m ’greed, 
Altho’ they fkelpit me when woodly fleid : 
Tm now fw’ blyth, and frankly can forgive, 
To join and fing, “ Lang may Sir William live.” 
Mad. Lang may he live :—And, Bauldy, learn to 
fteek 
Your gab a wee, and think before you {peak ; 
And never ca’ her auld that wants a man, 
Elfe ye may yet fome witches fingers ban. 
This day I'll wi the youngeft of ye rant, 
And brag for ay, that I was ca’d the aunt 
Of our young lady,—my dear bonny bairn! 
Peg. No other name I'll ever for you learn. 
And, my good nurfe, how fhall I gratefu’ be, 
For a’ thy matchlefs kindnefs done for me? 
Maujfe. The flowing pleafures of this happy day 
Does fully all I can require repay. 
Sir Will. To faithful Symon, and, kind Glaud, toy 


you, i 
And to your heirs I give in endlefs feu, ; 
The mailens ye poflefs, as juftly due, | 


For acting like kind fathers to the pair, 
Who have enough befides, and thefe can fpare. 
Maufe, in my houfe in calmnefs clofe your days, 
With nought to do, but fing your Maker’s praife. 

Omnes. The Lord of Heaven return your Honour’s 

love, ; 
Confirm your joys, and a’ your bleffings roove. 
[Patie prefenting Roger to Sir William.) 

Sir, here’s my trufty friend, that always fhar’d 

My bofom-fecrets, ere I was a laird ; 
Glaud’s 
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Glaud’s daughter Janet (Jenny, think nae fhame) 
‘Rais’d, and maintains in him a lover’s flame : 
Lang was he dumb, at laft he fpake, and won, 
— And hopes to be our honeft uncle’s fon : | 
Be pleas’d to fpeak to Glaud for his confent, 
That nane may wear a face of difcontent. 
Sir Will. My fon’s. demand is fair—Glaud, let me 
crave, . 
That trufty Roger may your daughter have, 
With frank confent ; and while he does remain 
Upon thefe fields, I make him chamberlain. 
Glaud. You crowd your bounties, Sir, what eh 


we fay, 
. But that we’re dyvours that can ne’er repay? | } 
Whate’er your Honour wills, I fhall obey. i 


Roger, my daughter, with my blefling, take, 

And fill our mafter’s right your bufinefs make. 

Pleafe him, be faithful, and this auld gray head 

Shall nod with quietnefs down amang the dead. 
Rag. I ne’er was good a {peaking a’ my days, 

‘Or ever loo’d to make o’er great a fraife : 

But for my mafter, father and my wife, 

T will employ the cares of all my life. 

| Sir Will. My friends, I’m fatisfied you'll all behave, 

Each in his fiation, as ’d with or crave. 

Be ever vertuous, foon or late you’ll find 

Reward, and fatisfaion to your mind. : 

The maze of life fometimes looks dark and wild; 

And oft wher hopes are higheft, we’re beguil’d - 

Aft, when we-ftand on brinks of dark defpair, 

Some happy turn with joy difpells our care. 

Now all’s at nghts, who fings beft let me hear. _ 


Per 
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Peg. When you demand, I readieft fhould obey: 
‘Til fing you ane, the neweft that I ha’e. 


SANG XXI.—Corn-riggs are bonny. 

My Patie zs a lover gay, 
His mind is never muddy ; 

His breath is fweeter than new, bay, 
His face is fair and ruddy : 

His fhape is handfome, middle fize ; 
He’s comely in bis wauking : 

The fhining of his een furprife ; 


Tis Heaven to bear him tawking. 


Laft mght I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he fpake, 
That fet my heart a glowing. 

He kifs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo’d me beft of ony, 

That gars me like to fing fince Lyne, 
O corn-riggs are bonny. 


a] 


Let laffes of a filly mind 

Refufe what maift theyre wanting ; 
Since-we for yielding were defign’d, 

We chafily fbould be granting. 
Then [il comply, and marry Pate, 

And fyne my cockernonny 
He’s free to touzel air or late, 

Where corn-riggs are bonny. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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